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Around Town. 


A lively sense of favors to come is a French 
eynic’s definition of gratitude. A loving and 
glowing memory of Christmas days that are 
past is the portion of those who have not lived 
altogether for themselves. 


* * 

In the street car matter the Ministerial Asso- 

ciation is in deep distress with regard to the 
salvation of Toronto. When this esteemed 
organization, of which I have elected myself a 
corresponding member, is writhing in agony, 
we expect Dr. Parsons to loom up as the leader 
of the irrational and irreconcilable element, 
and never yet has the laity been disappointed. 
It seems to be the special mission of this im- 
pradent imitation of John Knox to obtrude 
himself into public view when anything illog- 
ical is to be said and the Ministerial Associa- 
tion can be most damaged by having it said as 
offensively and immoderately as our language 
will permit. Sad experience has taught those 
who read the reports of the remarkable body 
which assumes to interpret .the apostolic faith 
for us hereabouts, thatat a popular crisis such 
as the present everything will be done to dis- 
ccedit true religion and to magnify those who 
make us wonder if Protestantism is not per- 
mitting the assumption of an infallibility by 
its clergy which is a thousand times more 
unreasonable than the dogma of theini il- 
ity of the Pope. When thirty-six clergymen 
cast a ballot and twenty-four of them are 
in favor of forcing the Council to 
violate an agreement, we cannot but 
wonder what code of morals has been 
adopted by these men. When the #eame ma- 
jority clamors for a return to clerical dictation 
and refuses to trust the peopie, and says the 
voter has no right to exercise his franchise in 
what is held even by the Catholic Church to be 
an economic matter, this city cannot fail to 
recognize the fact that we are returning to the 
order of things which in the dark ages caused 
the burning of heretics, and in Puritan New 
England the sacrifice of witches. 

If these preachers refuse to recognize agree- 

ments which are equivalent tolaws, if they claim 
that their judgment is superior to the expressed 
wishes of the people and the general faith of 
the elector, we must either oppose these men 
or abandon popular government. If the 
preachers are to decide for usin such matters, 
the ballot box is butanother “sinful device of 
sinful people.” Ifthe Ministerial Association 
argues that it is competent to choose for the 
Lteople in one economic matter, the step from 
that point to clerical despotism is a very easy 
one. If they are to arrange our laws with re- 
gard to Sunday street cars, they have a similar 
right to refuse us the privilege of voting for 
members of Parliament, aldermen and school 
trustees. If the preachers rather than the peo- 
ple are to conduct the business of this city, let 
it be handed over to them at once. 

One of these gentlemen with burning views as 
to goodness was given charge of city affairs for 
a while, and he made a most unholy mess of it. 
Probably the Ministerial Association could 
manage our affairs more wisely, but we have 
come to the point when we must decide either 
for clerical or popular rule. There isno religious 
question involved in the submission of this mat- 
ter to the people. The Roman Catholics and the 
Anglicans, the Congregationalists and the 
Baptists all hold strong views with regard to 
Sabbatarianism and feel that in this matter, as 
in every economic question, the people have a 
right to decide for themselvee. The Metho- 
dists and Presbyterians are widely divided on 
the question. Only tanatics hold the view 
that it would be as sinful to vote upon 
this matter as to undertake to decide whether 
murder or burglary be permitted. The ques- 
tion involved is not that of Sunday street cars, 
but as to whether people have a right to vote 
for or against such an innovation. Personally, 
I believe in Sunday street cars, but I have no 
consuming desire to force them oa anybody. 
I can get along without them very nicely, but I 
cannot get along very nicely, and no one can 
get along at all comfortably without the right 
to register a vote on economic questions, I 
can go afoot or take a hack on Sunday, but I do 
not propose to go afoot or take a hack with- 
out the right of finding out whether the ma- 
jority is in favor of running Sunday street cars 
or not. 

It is this bull-dozing and bumptiousness on 
the part of a certain clique of Toronto's preach- 
ers which brings religion into contempt, I am 
not the only one who refuses to be coerced, and 
this is not the only newspaper which contends 
that the preachers have no right to coerce us. 
I believe in religion and in ‘churches, and in 
God and in the “good things that are preached, 
but I do not propose to have any self-opin- 
ionated parson offer me the alternative of 
accepting his doctrines or being burned at 
the stake or of being made to go afoot on 
Sunday, and herein lies the whole trouble be- 
tween the people and those of their pastors 
who think it their duty or find it to their profit 
te say whether we shall or shall not vote on 
this question. From their standpoint I 
can see why they might oppose Sunday 
street cars on account of conscientious 
scruples in such matters, but it is utterly im- 
possible for a free people to allow them to 
decide matters that by law, by agreement, by 
all those mutual understandings and con- 
eessions which make clear a_ citizen's 
privilege, to deny us a right to find 

out the sentiment of the community on 
the question, I imagine that if a vote 
_ were taken the Sunday street car by-law would 
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not be popular enough to carry, but if they try 
t >» dull-doze the public it will be carried in spite 
of them and to spite them. Their position is 
not only illogical and tyrannical, but it is liable 
to drive the populace into voting strongly, not 
in favor of Sunday street cars but as a protest 
against clerical arrogance. 
* 


* * 

In youth we long for the Christmas to come ; 
in age we love to think of the Christmas days 
that are past. The child whose selfishness has 
not been disciplined, the youth whose heart 
has not been softened, wonder what he or she 
shall get. The mother who has loved and 
suffered and the father who has toiled and 
hoped, wonders what they can give. 

* 
* * 

The kleptomaniac is a queer development of 
the general tendency of mankind to try to get 
something for nothing. A man who goes into 
astore and steals, not because he is hungry 
or ill-clad or lacks nightly shelter but for the 
pleasure of stealing, is one of the freaks of 
the race. Nobody can understand the queer 
physiological development which produces the 
kleptomaniac, yet there are a great many peo- 


TORONTO, DECEMBER 10, 1891. 


thing and goes into a store and hangs around 
and fumbles over stuff and argues and waits, 
trying to find some decent avenue of retreat, is 
stealing from that store just as much as if he 
or she pocketed some of the goods on the 
counter. 


“ 
* * 


‘** Hope springs eternal in the human breast.” 
Love flows eternal through the valleys of hap- 
piness. It is the marginal stream of the green 
pastures in which He makes us to lie down, 
’tis the river road where He leadeth us beside 
the still waters ; ‘tis the lamp that guideth us 
in the paths of righteousness for His name’s 
sake, for His love’s sake. 


* 
* * 


Another system of thievery, another devel- 
opment of kleptomania that seems to have 
become quite popular is that of riding on 
the street railway without paying. <A by- 
law having been passed that transfers are to be 
granted, some people of whom we have every 
right to expect better things believe that it is 
exceedingly cunning and praiseworthy to pre- 
tend to have a right to ride on a transfer when 
no such ride has been paid for. Whoever 


ple who, while they wil! not steal goods from a | makes a little theft of this sort is more con- 


store or money from the till, have not the 
slightest compunction in stealing something 
equally valuable. Without the slightest inten- 
tion of buying they throrg the counters of busi- 
ness places at busy times, stealing the time of 
the proprietors who pay the clerks, and forcing 
those who are anxious to purchase to go else- 
where. They might just as well steal the man’s 
stuff; it is just as illegitimate to steal a man’s 
time as his money, yet people somehow imagine 
that the man behind the counter is their 
servant, the slave of the whole community, 


that anybody has a right to go in and keep | 


him frem doing business, It never seems to 
strike them that their presence and the atten- 
tion they demand—by the way, they always 
demand more attention than anybody else— 
may take five, ten, fifteen, even a hundred 
dollars out of the pocket or till of the mer- 
chant. They donot care. These people never 
care what happens as long as it does not 
happen to themselves. 


- * 

At the Christmas time, when everybody is 
busy, everybody has a duty towards his neigh- 
bor. That duty is to keep away from the 
people with whom and from the places where 
they have no business. The man or woman in 
search of something to give to a friend of 
course has a right toa certain amount of atten- 
tion, and as or she may not know exactly 
what is wanted there is nothing wrong in 4 
certain indecision and deliberation, but the 
man or woman who does not want to buy any- 


temptible than the man who led into tempta- 
tion by speculation and losses, robs a bank. 
This sort of thing is stealing for the fun of it, 
and is a mild form of the dreadful disease 
which is called kleptomania, Every honest | 
man and woman should suspect the honesty of 
anyone who would steal a ride. It is petty 
larceny, a symptom of a thievish tendency, a 
thing so abominably small and so contemptible 
and degrading that I wonder that anyone can 
engage inthe practice or witha laugh make | 
mention of it. 


* 

It is Love that maketh Christmas ; ‘tis Love 
that we see when we consider Thy heavens, 
the work of Thy fingers ; ‘tis Love that is the 
moon that eradiates the night and the stars 
which He has ordained. 


Municipal politics seldom interest those who 
are not candidates for office. I always feel 
when I strike this subject that I shall find 
very littla response. The sentences which teli 
of the plans of those who would like to see 
good men elected and the tribulation of those 
who would like to see themselves elected, are 
alike supposed to be inspired by selfishness. 
This has so long been the saddening experi- 
ence of men whose spirits have been moved to 
help bring about a better state of affairs, that 
now it is hard to stir up even those who are 
suffering most by reason of bad municipal 
government, 


! 


* * 
I have often tried to imagine the condition 
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of mind a man must be in when he consumedly 
desires to run for public office. The impulse to 
assist in the goverament of a city or country is 
far more common than a desire to be the per- 
son chogen as a representative. Some poorly 
informed people imagine that every man would 
like to be Mayor, or member of Parliament, or 
Premier, or Governor-General. I feel sure that 
this is not the case. The average citizen is 
undesirous of holding any public position ; the 
egotist, the abnormally developed notor- 
iety hunter may feel inclined to make 
his living out of politics or to make such 
a stir in the country as will benefit his 
enterprises. The clever man, the man who 
has plenty of business, whose ambitions are 
large, and the man who already has his 
hands full has no need for political promotion 
or public notoriaty. It is generally the small 
man, the man who has made his money in an 
obscure way, the man whois rich but not known, 
the man who is poor but would like to be known, 
the man who is unscrupulous but not known, 
the man who feels that he ought to have a liv- 
ing out of the people and has not been aesured 
of it, the man who has a scheme that would 
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be benefited by his personal prominence, the 
man who could possibly obtain a commercial 
connection by virtue of his office—these are the 
men who desire to represent us. After a man 
has made a little money he sometimes desires to 
make a little notoriety, and incidentally to make 
a little more money. There are very few who 
evolve from their inner consciousness a settled 
determination to go out and do some good for 
their fellow man. In cities and constituencies 
of all sorts ,the man who is willing to go out 
and do the struggling hepes to find some posi- 
tion in which he can re-imburse himself for the 
expenses he must incur. 
* * 

It may be a low and degrading idea that 
prompts remarks to the effect that men are 
not patriots except with their mouths, but 
it is the solemn fact that the men who ap- 
peal to the people as a rule have a hidden 
motive. The people woxid-be better governed 
if they were not so slow in making up their 
minds and so careless in obtaining the infor- 
mation necessary to that process. We may 
just as well admit that the average citizen does 
not care who is alderman or who is mayor. 
The alderman can obtain his confidence by 
shaking hands with him and saying that he de- 
sires his vote and influence and feels certain 
that the vote is the smallest part of it. The 
vote of a man is really the smallest exercise of 
his influence. Every man has influence 
for good or evil. The good influence is sel- 
dom exerted; it is only at periods like the 
present, when a crisis demands immediate 
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remedies for evils, that men are likely to shake 
themselves loose from their personal friend- 
ships and deposit a ballot for the man who is 
likely to influence his surroundings and bene- 
fit his fellow citizens. In governments of all 
sorts strange things have been done by men 
who believe that they can accomplish some- 
thing, or can make other men believe that their 
whole aim in life is to better the condition of 
the electorate. 


* 
* # 


Soin minor matters it happens that there 
are periods when men rise up as sincere leaders 
of the people. They may not deliver them from 
evils greater than these to which they may re- 
duce them, butasthe world swings around on its 
aixs we see great changes, and must estimate 
the desire for change and the appreciation of 
the people of change, as a means of modifying 
the evils that surround us. If it were not for 
this disposition of the elector to move forward 
into the unknown condition of experiment, we 
would now be where our forefathers lived sixty 
centuries ago. But people love to advance and 
the advancement is largely occasioned, not by 
a certainty that they will be benefited, but 
by the instinct that convinces them that they 
cannot be injured. We live to learn and yet 
we learn very slowly. The world moves and 
we move with it, and the greatest movements 
of all are caused by the impulse to ally our- 
selves with the unknown. It is impossible to 
move in any other direction without going 
backward. We try new things, not because we 
are certain that they will be beneficial ; we 
support new men, not because we know that 
they may be the best, but we do know what is 
past andif weadvance we take and havechances. 
We must risk scomething. Evils that we know 
of are to be avoided ; evils that may be brought 
upon us are not apparent. If satisfied with 
what we are, we always remain the same ; the 
world would have made no such advancement 
as it has since Christ taught the people to be- 
lieve in sentiment and not to be too closely 
identified with law. Happy is the condition of 
man when he makes no attempt to turn the 
world backwards but is well-intentioned in all 
his efforts to move it forwards. It will go for- 
ward; the world will move. Our beliefs, our 
laws, our judgment of those who surround us 
must be modified by circumstances and must 
move forward ‘n the great procession of life. 
We may feel that the ambitions and plans of 
youth have been fulfilled, but as we g-ow old 
we would be indeed foolish if we disr garded 
the tendency of the youth that follows us, to 
help the moral and political world to advance 
as the material sphere moves in its orbit. 

The whole tendency of municipal life is to 
support those we know. We promise our vote 
as we promise oursympathy, not as a matter of 
duty but as one of the trivial things by which 
we hope to cheaply fulfil our social duties. 
Duty seldom obirudes itself. We may believe 
in some men and disbelieve in others, yet our 
choice is not influenced by our principles 
as much as by our environment. The man 
who asks us seems to be a _ natural 
ally and may be, but the man who does 
not ask us to vote for him is an intrusion 
upon old methods and an innovation which 
personal dignity resents. Yet withinourselves 
we have large hopes, grand ambitions, glorious 
prospects ; we hope that as the world swings 
around, the light of the sun of prosperity shall 
shine upon us, and that “e may reach some 
strange zenith where the moon may always 
make endurable the night of trouble that we 
shall have to pass through. Individually no 
decent man is without a hope’ for the human 
race and an impulse to benefit others; he is 
willing to advance every cause that seems unto 
him good, yet his vote is not in accordance 
with his best impulse, but is given toa necessi- 
tous candidate as we would loan ahalf a dollar 
to the man lacking a mealand who makes a 
personal appeal to us to tide him over an un- 
happy hour. Until we have grown out of this 
idea, the man most able to play upon our sym- 
pathies will be chiefest in our midst; until we 
regard good-fellowship as something social and 
not as a thing political, wemust be subservient 
to those who trade upon our friendship and 
offer in the market of selfishness, bribery and 
corrupt practice, the service that has been made 
possible by friendly support. 

Time brings many changes and may the great 
gods bring, amongst the phases of public affairs 
which become popular, the idea that social tics 
should be forgotten when we elect our chief ma- 
gistrate either in city or country. Unless we 
divest ourselves of thesmall things of lifeandtry 
to live in that larger sphere that is offered to 
every man who dares exploit the higher realms 
of goodness and greatness, we shall be traded 
upon by small men who bave small ideals and 
imagine that their mission is confined to the 
range of their selfishness, slightly bounded on 
all sides by a pretense of doing something for 
the people that place them in office. There 
pretenses are no greater than the expenditure 
of public money for semi-private or public pur- 
poses, but they may be so extravagant or so ill- 
directed, according to the size and force of 
the man, as to involve in general ruin 
the entire community. When we think of 
these small questions we must know that great 
results either for good or evil must follow. 
How seldom we judge in this way! How often 
we say ‘‘yes” to an evil proposition because we 
are too cowardly to defend our own ideals, too 
poor in spirit to assert our hopes, too easilycon- 
trolled by the element that says ‘‘Come with 
us and make a fortune out of the misfortunes 


of the whole people.” 


A municipal election is near at sand and I 
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cak each reader to judge for himself as to his 
duty. Am I, are you; likely to support the best 
man because he is the best man, or is the ques- 
tion to be decided by a watching of the tide 
and a floating with the mafority, to evils that 
easily may be defined by those who see what 
must be the result. 


* 
* 


o 

What is your ideal? What in moments of 
qu'et have you hoped for? Why have you 
desp'sed what has always seemed unto you 
a small action? Now that there 1s a great con- 
test for every man and taxpaying woman who 
is interested ia the future, will you refuse to 
do that which is best for us? Everybody knows 
that the man who is in the field for his per- 
sonal aggrandizem 2nt will disregard all higher 
trusts. We all know that the man who is well 
equipped financially and mentally and has 
many avenues for furtbering his ambitions and 
increasing his wealth, is unlikely to seex, muni- 
cipal preferment as a road to anything but the 
praise of his fellow citizen and that general 
and generous thankfulness, undefined and in- 
definable, which make us all try to be what 
we ought to be. Io my mind E. B, Osler is the 
candidate who will be least disappointing to 
usifelected. He is strong and aggressive, has 
made his wealth by the exercise of mental 
powers which if exercised for us would 
make u3 wealth, or at least save us from 
severe taxation. Money has ceased to tempt 
him, because he is rich ; power will not beset 
him because he has 1 »ng been powerful ; public 
adulation he knows has been won by small 
men, vut can only be retained by great ones. 


* 
= * 


The contest which will be concluded on the 
fourth of January is an exceptional one. I 
imagine that it will decide whether petty 
prejudice or public preference shall be most 
powerful in Toronto. This has become a great 
city. Ifthe people have not yet outgrown the 
small notions of smaller places, have not occupied 
a sufficiently elevated standpoint to see beyond 
momentary advantages, they will be apt to 
follow the little leaders who have nothing to 
commend them but personal ambition and the 
praise of petty newspapers. If we cannot 
see beyond this, if ward politics and 
* pulls” and ‘‘ pushers” are to achieve greatest 
prominence, we shall be informed of the 
fact and henceforth those who desire to shine 
must be selfish and the results must be dis- 
astrous. If we are incapable of a large move- 
ment now is the time to prove it; if we desire 
small methods and prefer small men we have a 
chance to choose. We may be sure that the 
choice will be for many years. I may feel sure 
of the largeness cf the individual voter, but ex- 
perience teaches us the smallness of public 
selection. This city has seen a ghost and has 
been frightened by it. To whom shall the citi- 
zen g> for comfort ? To the men who have by 
their small motives and public extravagance 
produced the crisis, or to those who 
have not contributed to it? We have a 
chance to declare how larze or how small we 
are. Noman has a right to believe that his 
private interests are likely to be conserved by 
inaction or a forgetfulnes; of the general good, 


* 
* * 


When we decide I think it is fair to remem- 
ber tha‘ E. B. Osler is the exponent of the large 
idea, and that his opponents are the men who 
have contributed to our disasters or have passed 
through the storm poor but eager, hoping 
out of the general confusi :n to make something 
for themselves. But one man stands out pro- 
minently, who, without hope of reward, but at 
a vast personal sacrifice, has been persuaded 
to give the people a chance to elect from the 
best instead of the worst of the community, a 


mayor to manage the affairsof all. That man is 
E. B. Osler. 
“6 
SaTuRDAY Nicut this week received from 


the secretary of the Toronto Junior Lacrosse 
Club. the sum of ten dollars, to be forwarded to 
the Toronto Humane Society. This amount 
had been tendered to the Oriole Social Club in 
payment ofa debt by the Lacrosse Club, but the 
Orioles not desiring to make money out of 
their friends have added it to the funds of the 
Humane Society. Following is the acknowl- 


edgment : 
Dec 15 


Dear Six,—The Toronto Humane Society request me to 
acknowledge through your columns the very kind donation 
of ten dollars received from the Oriole Social Lycrosse Club, 
and to express the thank: of the society for their kind 
thoughts. Such gif.s are always acceptable. 

Your: respectfully, 
K.L., 
Secretary Toronto Humane Society. 
oe rs * 

The return of Christmas with its stories and 
mer ories is the introduction to the last chap- 
ter of the year. Happy childhood, hopeful 
youth and prosperous maturity all find reason 
to regard Christmas as the most delightful 
period. I wonder if any class have had such an 
uahappy life that their childhood is marked by 
no Christmas antic'pations and pleasures, 
Yet boys and girls may have grown up in such 
sordid want that the coming and going of this 
merry season has been unmarked either by 
joys they have experienced or that not unna- 
tural envy which is so apt to be caused by 
the observation of happiness which we 
cannot share. It is a queer sort of 
an anniversary, originally religious in its in 
tention and commemorative of God’s love and 
Christ's mission. We have retained it with 
yerhaps but a though’ of these sacred things, 
but making festivity and an interchange of 
kindly attentions the principal features. Asa 
result of the growing formalism of the time, 
present giving and entertaining have become a 
severe drain upon many, for we cannot pass 
over the day without observing those things 
which public opinion makes necessary to those 
who are to be kept in Mrs. Grundy’s good 
hooks. No anniversary can escape these for- 
malities which to a greater or less extent 
injure the day. Those who have lost dear ones 
begin, on their anniversaries, a pilgrimage to 
the cemetery, placing on the grave the flowers 
of affection, not as a matter of duty but as a 
genuine tribute of love. As years pass and 
that which was such a restless, aching place in 
the heart becomes quiet, and the healing power 
of time is effecting a cure of grief, it often be- 
comes a task and then grows into a hardship 
and is finally abandoned, and the grave, while 
it is kept in good order, ceases to be festooned 


with flowers. This is life’s history, and too 
often the ‘history of our anniversaries. We 
have s0 little time to live and those who are 
living with us demand so much of our thoaght 
and service, that the dead can seldom 
hope—if after they leave us they keep on 
hoping—to be constantly retained in our 
thoughts and sit with us on anniversary days 
in the warm and sometimes secret place next 
the heart, which they occupied while in life. 
It is wonderful under such conditions that 
Christmas has come down to us through cen- 
turies and is still the brightest and most hon- 
ored as well as the happiest of our anniver- 
saries. 


* 
* * 


What is not less peculiar is the habit of asso- 
ciating with this festival day and the season of 
jollity it introduces, a thought of death. Did 
you ever notice that Christmas stories are gen- 
erally sad ones? The traditional carol and 
Christmas tale has a death scene in it; -the 
preacher who talks to us on that day 
is prone to make reference to the dead. Every- 
where, in sermon and story, there is a sugges- 
tion of sacrifice ; through nineteen centuries 
the story of Christ's life and death has caused 
this gentle touch of sadness to creep into our 
mirth, and the cause of His coming and God’s 
gift of His Son bas made it the season of love, 
the day of gifts, of good wishes and of good 
will. The day has a story that loses none 
of its brightness by being so often told. 
Though it may not actually mark the time 
when Christ was born, it contains within 
its observance an evidence“of the truth that 
this day, this monument we unveil every 
year was not erected to commemorate nothing, 
but passes down to us from that great day so 
many years ago a truth which in the sentiment 
surrounding Christmas is better told than any 
other fact in history, better preserved than 
any other tradition and has such natural lodge- 
ment in every human heart that has been soft- 
ened by love, that at this season more than any 
other scepticism and hardness pass away and 
we believe in Christ and in one another. 


. 
* + 


Sometimes on the Christmas days and 
New Year's days I try to remember, begin- 
ning as far back as memory will go, where 
I was and what I did. Even if one 
could remember everything with regard to 
these days it would be of but little 
interest or advantage to anyone else, yet put 
all the days together and how little there is 
outside of the sentiment that is memorable. 
In childish memories I can recall the fact that 


I longed for Christmas and that an exceedingly 


dyspeptic period generally followed the day. 


Another fact that none of us can forget is that 
Christmas days used to seem ages apart. After 
one Christmas had gone the promise’of some- 
thing next Christmas seemed like tantalizing 
us with the hope of something that was to 
itself 


happen after eternity had wound 
up. From Christmas to Easter was even 
further than the childish mind could travel 
in one trip. Nowadays 
hardly a week apart. Yesterday our friends 
were gathered together at a Christmas cele- 


bration, and here they are to-day, with a few 
faces absent, at the same feast, and we think 


of next Christma’ and what we will have and 
do, as if the preparations must be begun with 
the arrangements for to-morrow’'s dinner. In 
childhood there are three hundred and sixty- 
five million days between Christmases; in 
age the days are separated by New Year, 
Easter, the first of July, Thanksgiving Day, 
and there is hardly space enough to crowd 
these in. 
is not space enough to crowd them in, 
and instead of finding room for them we 
are crowded out of it; there is not room 
for us. I suppose we begin all over again in 
that country where there are three hundred 
and sixty-five million days between events, 
and yet the moments are filled with the con- 


tentment which makes these millions of days 


so short tothe child's mind that has no Past 
and no understanding of theFuture. The only 
glimpze Ican get suggestive of the expansion 
of time into eternity, is the one that comes 
with the shortening of years and that seems to 
become most sharply accentuated at Christmas 
days, onceso far apart, now so close together. 


+ 
* * 


In trying to think where we were last Christ- 
mas and the Christmas before that,and the one 
ten years ago, the one twenty years ago, and 
so on, how the changes in our circumstances ob- 
trude themselves. Perhaps twenty years ago we 
were poorer. but happier ; perhaps we werealone, 
yet not lonesome; perhaps everything, per- 
haps anything. Each one who sits down and 
thinks about it can perhaps see all the shades 
and temperatures of the perhaps-ing we have 
done from the cradle until now, and standing 
at this year’s end of it and looking down the 
road we have passed over, up the hills and 
down into the valleys, what a little uneventful 
streak of dust and weariness the whole thing is. 


. 
* * 


Have you asked yourself what Christmas you 
best remember? Let me suggest a method of 
getting something to talk about as well as 
something to think about. If there are a half 
a dozen of you together, propose that you sit 
still, not a word being said for ten or fifteen 
minutes, and then each one mark down ona 
slip of paper the Christmas that stands out 
most prominently in the memory. If it be done 
without a desire to be romantic or without 
fear of exposing something that has been put 
away, the experiment may or may not result 
in a jolly recital. It is an experiment worth 
trying. 

By the way, I have been trying to think 
which Christmas I best remember. Now here 
comes in the oddity of it. I suppose! have 
had as many reasonably happy Christmases as 
the majority of those who have passed through 
the same number of them, yet really the only 
one that suggest: itself after a moment's 
thought is the Cliristraas- day and night I spent 
on atrip homeward from Mexico, some fourteen 
or fifteen years ago, The surroundings were 
not grand nor the fare sumptuous. The great 
lonely plain covered with mesquit and sage 
brush, was bounded by mountains on one side 
and great banks of snow ciouds on the 
other. At night I camped by Eli Capitan, 
the highest mountain in the range, a pony 
shivering in the snow,a dog whining to creep 


under the blankets and share the warmth of | pices of the lodge, it will likely be taken for 
his master,an almost impenetrable snow storm, | granted that none given this season will much 
a few thoughts of the home so long unvisit- | surpass it. The commi:tee in charge wisely 
ed,asleep. It always seemed such .a picture | limited the number of invitations, so that 
of life, mostly, perhaps, because it had so little | while the room was nicely filled there was no 
in it except the thoughts, the fears, the hopes, | overcrowding and dancing was a pleasure, The 
the lonely rides by day, the snow, the cold, the | brilliant costumes of the laiies and the Masonic 
joylessness of the n'‘ght, the affection of those | regalia of the members made a very pleasing 
who did no thinking, the sleep that ended it | spectacle in the beautifully decorated rooms of 
all. oe the Society of Artists. The stewards of the 
evening were Mesars. J. H. Knifton, A. A. S; 










Christmases are 


In fact, the time comes when there 





However, I started out to advise my readers 
to avoid joyless thoughts and reminiscences. 
We have had, and can have, lots of jollity, and 
can make for other people, if not for ourselves, 
& vast amount of happiness. If there be so 
little in life’s trip it is all the more important 
that we make the jbest of every day, taking 
plenty of time to pluck the flowers by the 
roadside, to rest in the shady places, and to 
dance and sing and enjoy whatever is enjoy- 
able. By joining in with the children who 
have no cares, what a rollicking time we have 
on Christmas, and how tired and how almost 
wearied with pleasure and surfeited with good 
things are the little ones when they go to bed 
almost tearful because Christmas day is ended, 
and it will be so many, many ages before it 
will come again. I wish you all a very merry 
Christmas and many of them. Don. 








Social and Personal. 





Mrs. Cockburn gave one of the most success- 
ful teas of the season last Saturday, at her 
residence, 631 Sherbourne street. Mrs. Cock- 
burn, who is one af Toronto’s most charming 
hostesses, was assisted in receiving by her 
daughter, Mrs. Tait, and Miss Kingsmill, who 
favored the guests by a vocal selection rend- 
ered in a finished manner. Amongst the nu- 
merous guests were noticed Sir Adam and 
Lady Wilson, Mrs. Larratt-Smith, Mr, and 
Mrs. Yarker, Mrs. Hammond, Mrs. J. B. Hay, 
Mr. and Mrs. Hamilton-Merritt, Mrs, Gibson 
Mrs. Kenneth Mackenzie, Mr. and Mrs. Ste- 
phen Jarvis, Mrs. Clarkson, Professor and Mrs. 
Goldwin Smith, Miss Crooks, the Misses Daw- 
son, Mr. and Mrs, Percival Ridout, Mr. Mayne 
and Miss Campbell, Mr. Harry Gamble, Mr. 
Melfort Boulton, Mrs. Cosby, Miss Harriet 
Boulton, Mrs, F. M. Jarvis, Miss Brydges, the 
Misses Heward, Mrs. Joseph Grant, Mrs. Ste- 
phen Heward, Mrs. Edward Harris, Mrs. Geo. 
Kirkpatrick of Kingston, Mrs. E. A. Meredith, 
Mr. Kirkpatrick, Mr. and Mrs, A. M. M, Kirk- 
patrick, Mr. and Mrs. Alan Macdougall, Mrs. 
Nordheimer, Mr. H. C. R. Becher, Mrs, John 
Cawthra, Mrs. Joseph Cawthra, Mr. and Mrs, 
Harry Brock, Mrs. H. Grasett Baldwin, Mrs, 
W. D. Gwynne, Mrs. Durie, Mrs, Cumberland, 
Mr. Bickford, Mrs. Coulson, Mrs. Winn, Mrs. 
Alexander Mackenzie, Dr. and Mrs. Montizam- 
bert, Mrs. and the Misses Seymour, Canon and 
Mrs. Du Moulin. 


7. 

Mrs. Edward Armour gave a five o'clock tea 
on Tuesday, for Miss C:awford of Montreal, 
who has been the guest of Mrs. Benjamin 
Morton of Norway. 


Mr. and Mrs. Ffolkes left Dunside on Friday 


for their home at Staten Island. Mr. Ffolkes’ 


health is quite restored. 


* 
Mrs. Hagarty, 233 Simcoe stree‘, gives a large 


five o'clock tea this afternoon. 
* 


Major ani Mrs. Foster are now settled in 
their new home, 185 Beverley street. 
* 


Mrs. Foster entertained all the associates of 


the Toronto branch of the Girls’ Friendly Soci- 
ety on the evening of December 8, 


The capacity of No. 202 Beverley street was 
taxed to its utmost to hold all the fashionables 
who availed themselves of Mrs. Lindsay’s in- 
vitation on last Saturday afternoon. Owing to 
the five other ‘‘ At Homes,” however, the rooms 
were never uncomfortably filled during the 
afternoon. Mr. Lindsay, Mrs. Lindsay, Mrs. 
Leigh and Mr. Lionel Lindsay did the honors, 
The Italian orchestra discoursed sweet sounds 
just far enough away tobe heard without drown- 
ing theconversation. Amongst the guests were 
Mr. and Mrs. Frank Arnoldi, Mr. and Mrs. 
Mercer Adam, Mrs. J. B. Hay, Miss Dupont, 
Miss Amy Dupont, Mrs. George Dickson, Mr. 
and Mrs. Mortimer Clark, the Misses Clark, 
Major and Mrs. Leigh, Mr. and Mrs, A, M, M. 
Kirkpatrick, Miss Langtry, Mrs. Monk, 
Mrs. Edward Armour, Miss Crawford of Mont- 
real, Mrs. Henry Cawthra, Miss Cawthra, 
Mrs. C. C. Baines, Justice and Mrs, Ferguson, 
the Misses Ferguson, Mrs. Pope, the Misses 
Pope, Mr. and Mrs, and the Misses Swabey, 
Mr. and Mrs. F. Wyld, Miss Wyld, Dr. ana 
Mrs, Wm. Davidson, Mrs. Miss and Mr, H. 
Wyatt, Mr. and Mrs. Northcote. Mrs. and Miss 
Williams, Mr. Warring Kennedy, Miss Ken- 
nedy, Mrs, Coulson, Mr. and Mrs. Beaty, Pro- 
fessor and Mra, Vandersmissen, Mrs. J. Wright, 
Mrs. Armstrong, Mrs. Robin, Mrs. J. Ross 
Robertson and Miss Watson. 


A delightful dance was given by Mrs, Fred 
Walker yesterday week. Among those present 
were: Mr. and Mrs. Norman Walker, Mrs. 
Toby, Mr. and Mrs. T. Thompson, Mr. and Mrs, 
Joe Walker, Mrs. I. Walker, Mr. Bert Walker, 
Mr. and Mrs. Tackaleny, Miss Hutchison, Miss 
Florence Ellis, Mr. and Mrs. Gurney, Miss Irene 
Gurney, Mr. and Mrs. Brown, Mr. and Mrs, 
Cox, Mrs. McGillivray, Miss McGillivray, Mrs. 
Morse, Miss Kerr, Mr. and Mrs. B,. Thompson, 
Mr. and Mrs. D. Thompson, Mr. and Mrs. G. B, 
Smith, Miss Carrie Smith, Mr. and Mrs, W. 
Wilson, Mr. Ed. McClung, Mr. and Mrs, R. 
Wilson, Mr. and Mrs, McCausland, Mr. and 
Mrs, Kerr, and Mrs. Bouch. 

A most enjoyable afternoon tea took place 
on Friday of last we:k at the residence of Mrs. 
John McClung, Church street. Bright rooms 
prettily decorated, and some very pleasing 
costumes made up an attractive scene for 
about two hours. Among many others I 
noticed Miss Eva Kennedy, Mrs. Fred Cox, 
Mrs. R. J. Allan, Mrs. W. A. Young, Mrs, C. 
Cuthbertson, Miss Jacobi and Mrs, Ed. Cox. 

* 


The members of Doric Lodge, A. F. & A, M., 
are always noted—and deservedly so—for their 
hospitality. When therefore I mention the 
fact that the Conversazione held in the Art 
Gallery of the Academy of Music last Thursday 
night, was the best ever held under the aus- 


Ardagh, Frank Qua, J. H. Domelle, L. A. Me- 
Brien, F. P. Birley,*J. H. Pirie and R. A. Shutt, 
Mr. Harry Leeson was chairman of the com- 
mittee and Mr. C. H. Riggs the secretary. The 
programme itself was a very handsome and 
appropriate one and was designed and en- 
graved by Mr. J. L. Jones, a member of the 
lodge, who presented it to the committee. 


Among those invited were: Mayor and Mrs. 


Clarke, Mr. and Mrs. J. Ross Robertson, Mr. 
and Mrs. H. A. Collins, Mr. W. McCartney, 
Mrs. Gillespie, Miss A. Pirie, Mr. R, and the 


Mis ‘es Tuthill, Mr. J. Foote, Mr. H. and Miss 


Leeson, Miss M. Frazer, Mr. H. W. Briggs, 


Mr. C. H. Dubois, Miss Carlisle, Mr. Mathers, 


Miss McFarlane, Mr. H. S2ntzal, Miss Collins, 
Mr. and Mrs. Arthur Hurdley, Mr., Mrs. and 


Miss A, A, Alexander, Mr. B. Tinning, Mr, 


and Mrs. Arthur Ardagh, Mr. A. Trotter, 
Miss Patterson, Mr. and Mrs, F, Qua, Mr. 
and Mrs. 


J. H. Irwin, Mr. C. Campbell, 
Mr. and Mrs. C. H. Riggs, Mr. F. J. and Miss 
Whatmough, Mr, W. G. Quigley ,Miss Wass>n, 
Mr. and Mrs. A. Pearson, Mr. Geo. Ross, Mrs. 
Warwick, Miss Davidson, Mr. B. Allen, Mr. F. 
Boxali, Miss C. Bowden, Mr. and Mrs. J. A. 
Dingwall, Mr. W. H. Leeson, Miss M. Platts, 
Mr. W. White, Miss Noxon, Mr. J. F. Gray, 
Miss Platts, Mr. and Mrs, F. P. Birley, Mr. J. 


S. Crofton, Miss Courtney, Mr. H. and Miss 


Frazer, Mr. R. A. Shutt, Miss C. Piddington, 
Miss P. Pearce, Mr. H. Bastedo, Miss N. Wills, 
Mr. and Mrs. W. Stone, Mr. J. McKnight, Miss 
McPherson, Mr. and Mrs. M. McPherson, Mr. 
F. J. Dixon, the Misses Stoddart, Mr. and Mrs. 
J. E. Leslie, Mr. E. N. Poole, Miss Sutton, 
Mr. and Mrs. G. McAllister, Mr. Carlyle, Miss 
Duperou of New York, Mr. and Mrs. Wood, 
Mr. J. H. Pirie, Miss Bickerstaff, Mr. and Miss 
McFarlane, Mr. Charles Stone, Mr. and Mrs. 


Simpson, Mes. Hubbell, Mr. s. Cunningham, 


Mr. H. Coates, Mr. W. E. Meredith, Mr. G. P. 
Sharkey, Miss Cain, Mr. T. Lucas, Miss Kadar, 
Mr. F. Bryers, Mr. W. Boothe, Miss Mac- 
farlane, Mr. and Mrs, Henderson, Mr. J. 
Ausman, Mr. Woodworth, Mr. F. Burgess, 
Miss McFarlane and Mr. Hernon. 

A visit from a lady well known among*‘the 
Salvation Army workers is expected with 
great interest this evening, when Mrs. Kath- 
erine Booth-Clibborn, the eldest daughter of 
General Booth, will arrive in Toronto, This 
lady has led the van of the Army in Switzer- 
land and Paris, and has many escapes, experi- 
ences, and successes to recount. Mrs. Booth- 
Clibborn, her husband and her brother-in-law, 
Major Percy Clibborn, have seen the inside of 
several prison cells, besides suffering bodily 
ill-treatment and every species of opposition 
in the prosecution of their work. The 
Marechale, as she is known to the Army, will 
hold several meetings in the.Temple and one 
on Tuesday evening, Dec. 22, in Association 
Hall, to which anyone desirous of hearing her 
thrilling account of her ten years’ experience is 
invited. Tickets may be obtained from the 
Army officers and other friends, 


Miss Thomson, of 19 North street, has re- 
turned after a most enjoyable six weeks’ visit 
to the Missts Coldhara, of Toledo, Ohio, and 
in London, Ont. 


* 


Cards are out for the wedding of Miss 
Florence Ellis and M:. Herbert R. Walker. 
The marriage will take place in St. Luke’s 
church, on the 28th of this month, and 
promises to be one of the events of the season. 


Mr. G. W. Yarker has returned from a very 
pleasant tour in the North-West. His family 
are settled at 68 D’Arcy street. 


Mrs. Columbus Greene gave a delightful 
luncheon lately at her residence, St. George 
street. Covers were laid for twelve, and a 
pleasant company with a “echerche menu com- 
bined to make a most enjoyable reunion. 

* 


Mrs, Alfred Gooderham was At Home to a 


large number of friends last Thursday week. 


Mrs, Wilson, wife of the popular pastor on 
McCaul street, is, 1am glad to hear, progres- 
sing favorably af.er her alarming iliness. 

7 


The Royal Grenadiers will give their second 
(Continued on Page Three.) 





CHRISTMAS. 
SALE © 


Paris Kid Glove Store 


SPECIAL prices in Gloves for the Christmas Trade. 
Lined Gloves Lacing Gloves 
Derby Gloves Biarri z Gloves 
Driving Gloves Evening Gloves 


All the newest shades, in high colors, suitable for evening 
wear, 





NOVELTIES IN : 
Fans, Glove Boxes, Lace Handker- 
chiefs and Perfumery 


Millinery 
Dressmaking 
Mantles 


WM. STITT & Ob. 


11 and 13 King Si, E., Toronto 





BOVE all other 
pianos in the 
World the 





is distinguished for 
its melodious, almost 
human tone. No piano possesses 
such potent charm for listener and 
eplayer alike. To knowa Steck piano 
is to know the best the world pro- 
duces. 
Sole Agents in Ontario : 
FARWELL & GLENDON 
Also agents for Canada’s beautiful pianos, 
the New Scale Dominion, Dunham, N. Y., 


and others. 





Of SHUTTER. 


CUNARD LINE 


Passengers leaving New York per 
8S. UMBRIA, DECEMBER 12 
Will arrive in England on the 19th inst. 
Tickets and information from— 


W. A. GEDDES - Agent 


69 Yonge Street, Toronto 


WINTER 


TOURS OF EVERY VARIETY 


TRANS - ATLANTIC 


RATES REDUCED 


BARLOW CUMBERLAND, Gen’l Steamship and 
R. BR. Agency, 72 Yonge St... Terente 


QUEBEC STEAMSHIP COMPANY 


BERMUDA 


Sixty hours from New York, THURSDAYS 


BARBADOS 


Trinidad and West Indies, SATURDAYS 
ARTHUR AHERN, Secretary Quebec 8.8. Co., Quebeo 
BARLOW CUMB AND, Agent, 
72 Yonge Street, Teronte. 








IRON——-BRASS—OXIDIZED SILVER—GILT—ONYX 


LAMPS 


FIVE O’CLOCK TEA 
KETTLES AND STANDS 


’ Candle 
* Sticks 


TABLES 


RICE LEWIS & SON 


LIMITED 


Oor. King and Victoria Streets 


TORONTO 
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aay i Dinner, 
jee ena Carls, Visiting Cards, Ball 
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Dance and Juvenile Parties : 
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TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


‘c= ==| If the People But Knew 


president for gentlemen's singles, and two by 
the officers of the club for ladies’ singles, Mr. 

The facilities we have for buying the right goods at the right prices direet 
from the Manufaeturers they would understand that we are able to sell our goods 













































Social and Personal. . 


s (Continued from Page Two.) 
assembly at Webb's on Tuesday, January 12. 





R. Jaffray, the honorary president, then pre- 
sented each of the winners with a very fine 
Wright & Ditson tennis racket, Mr. R. C. Sin- 
clair securing first, and Mr. R. L. Johnston 
second in the men’s, and Miss M. A, Smith, 
first, and Miss E.. Flaws second in the ladies’ 
singles. After the presentation a new game, 
called Hidden Flowers, was introduced for the 
first time on this continent and proved very 


i The approaching marriage of Mr. George 

Kirkpatrick an&-Miss May Rowell is an- 

. nounced. The ceremony will take place at 
Winnipeg. = 

The French Club meet this evening at Dr. 

Graham’s residence, corner of Church and 


ate Cee ee suman parten nave) cabling, The remainder of the evening at wholesale prices or less in any quantities. We invite you to call at our sales 
| number o easan unc rties have | was devoted to danc , after whic e gath- ° . * 
ones heen given during the past week. ering broke op highly pleased with the pro.|FOOMS and inspect our stock, and convince yourselves of the fact. Our show rooms 
3! e ar meeting of the Tourists took |" '™° Prove’ j 1 s * 
om ace ate rendene a he preset on i oe Wednesday oe in = hall of will be op en until 10 p.m. every night until January Ist. 
wa attended. by all but one member, and | Torrngton’s advanced students gave root of The following illustrations of Christmas novelties in Ladies’ Chains and 
apers were re upon e eof inha nts eir proficiency in the rendering of an exact- 
1dker- y Gaia: United. States, Scotland, France, | ing aanaLaRAOn The organists mead great Brooches but poorly represent a few patterns of the many hundred novel desions 


South America, Russia, and several other 
countries. Subject of next discussion, France. 


skill in technique and registration, revealing 
in their work the master hand of their instruc- 
tor. The work of the pianists was remarkable 
for musicianly interpretation as well as for 
clearness in technique, the former quality being 
the more rare in these days of piano study. 
Miss Snarr is a most pleasing singer. Her 
voice, one of great sweetness, has evidently 
been carefully trained. The elocutionist of the 
evening, Miss Marguerite Dunn, won all hearts 
by her charming recitations. 


that we have just received from the Manufacturers; the happy conception and 
skilful executicn of the leading artisans of the world. 


Mrs. Kerr Osborne of Brantford and Miss 

Musson of Cayuga, who have been the guests 

ng of Miss Milligan of Sherbourne street, have 
tles returned home, 


Mr. and Mrs. Gerald Brophy of Winnipeg are 
to spend the winter in Toronto at the Arling- 
ton. Mr. and Mrs. George Torrance are also at 
the Arlington. 








































a * PROGRAMME. 
10 The Little Workers’ Society hold their Christ- ; PART I. 
mas bazaar in aid of the Sick Children’s Hospi- | °'#*" Offertoire B Minor Batiste No. 1144 
Miss SULLIVAN 
tal at the residence of Mrs, Thomson, 19 North Vooal (Base) Out in the Deep Lobe 
street, from two to five o'clock this afternoon. Ma. Boat 
Miss McGill, daughter of Lieut.Colonel Me-|“""tnwe piney)” _ 
Gill of the Royal Military College, Kingston, Miss McLavenum Anp Mise Duase 
is the gucst of Mrs. T. H. Roberts, 242 College Cngein { O Sanctissima, Lux 
ill other street. b Finale 1st Souata Guilmant 
* ‘ Mr. BuRpDEN. 
in the Mr. D. Hanchett of New York will spend the | Vocal (Sopranc) When Daylight Sets Lonasil 
holiday season with his daughter, Mrs, J. C, Miss SNARR 
Anderson of 574 Sherbourne street. PART II. 
ss ® 4 Reading The Gypsy Flower Girl Ed. L. McDowell 
K. Last week Miss Fowler, who has been for Miss MarGueeirs DuNn 
ar some weeks visiting her aunt, Mrs. Reesor, | Concertante, Duo, Chaconne Ri ff 
Ingleneuk, Rusholme road, returned to her (Two Pianos) 
red for Miss CLARK AND Miss SULLIVAN 


home in Kingston. 


_ almost * {@ Con Moto Moderato, en Forme 





Mrs, Lightbourn of 209 Beverley street sailed ra \p enaeaa Fugue in D minor — 
Pot as from New York on Thursday for Bermudas, Mrs. Waexes Cuurca 
ner and where she will spend the winter. Organ (Overture) Oberon Weber 
*k piano : Miss CLARK 
‘ Major Vidal left a few days ago on leave for * 
rid pro- Montreal. Christmas is a festal reminder of the psalm- 
7 ist’s question, ‘‘What is man that Thou art 
On Wednesday, December 16, Miss Taylor | mindful of him?” It is also the answer, for 
naa ae aera ee Mr. eee it is the day upon which He gave us His only No. 12 No. 15 No. 20 
Jover. e we . Which was a ve quie ‘ “6 9 
(DON tt eh: ‘Lovers’ Knot” Lace Pin in Colored ‘‘Clover Leaf,” set with Cut Brilliant, oan ‘ a cae in Colored 
| pianos, took place at his residence on Foxley street.| The West End Amateur Dramatic Club are Gold, $2.25 Colored Gold Brooch, $2.75 a oe ee 83 o White 
, N. Y,, Only a few guests, the nearest relatives of | preparing a second presentation of their two- , 


both families, were present. act drama, The Last Song. The characters will 


be impersonated by some of the best amateur 
talent in Toronto. In the cast are well known 
names: Mr. G. Donaldson, Mr. F. Holland, 
Messrs. H. and E, Read, Mr. W. Kirkpatrick, 
Miss Lowlar, Miss Macdonaid, Mrs. G. Don- 
aldson. Mr. Gerald Donaldson deserves great 
credit for the able manner in which he con- 
ducted the first entertainment of the club. 


This week Dr, Lowe, who has fcr some time 
occupied 36 Grove avenue, moved to his new 
residence on the corner of Shaw and Halton 
streets, 


On December 10 Mr. and Mrs. F. Thompson 
had a small dance for some of their young 
friends at their house on Churchill avenue. 


* 





No. 35 
Heart Pattern B. Pin, in Chased 
Colored Gold, $2.25 





No. 25 No. 30 
English Pattern Colored Gold 
Brooch, #2.00 


On Friday last the Toronto Canoe Club gave 
their annual dinner at McConkey's. There 
was @ large attendance of members. The 
various téasts were warmly responded to and 
the speeches by the officers, past and present, 
met with much applause. All agreed that the 
festive gathering was a great and enjoyable 
success. 


With softening memories of the past and up- 
lifting hopes for the future, how can the man 
that He bas made but a little lower than the 
angels forget the angel that is in him, the 
mystery of love which is his possible crown of 


glory and honor? 
° 





Among tbe men bound up from the first with 
tbe business history of Toronto, none are 
better known than the late John Kay, who 
died on Wednesday morning. During all the 
years of Toronto’s growth as a city, and of her 
ever-increasing prosperity, his has been a name 
known toail. He came to Toronto as a young 
man and started business upwards of fifty 
years ago, and the ever-multiplying profits of 
that business have always teen devoted to the 
good of this city. No man could be broader in 
his philanthropy than he, and rare, indeed, is 
the charitable cause that did not count him a 
friend and supporter. A staunch member of 
the Presbyterian church, his friends numbered 
thousands in all denominations. He died at 
the goodly age of seventy-five, and Toronto has 
lost a citizen, publicly and personally most 
estimable. 


* 


At Mrs. Lindsey’s At Home I noticed some 
pretty afternoon toilettes, especially that worn 
by Mrs, J. D. Hay of gray henrietta cloth 
trimmed with handsome steel passementerie, 
and a large gray felt bat, the crown covered by 
little soft gray feathers dotted with steel. Al- 
so Mrs. Hetherington'’s handsome black silk, 
trimmed with jet, opening in front over a 
pleated panel of soft heliotrope silk, the puffs 
atthe top of the sleeves and the full under- 
waist being of the same delicate shade. Mrs. 
Lindsey’s black silk with gray panels was 


R much admired, Pe 


On Friday evening last the president and 
members of the Wycliffe College Literary Asso- 
ciation gave a large students’ At Home in their 
new building. There were a great number of 





Ne. 50 

Fern Pattern, Colored Gold with English Pattern Chased Colored Go'd 
Brilliant White Stone, $2.00 with Brilliant White Stone Set- 

ting, $2.00 


No. 40 
English Pattern Colored Gold Brooch 
set with Brilliant White Stone,$2.00 
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ship and guests, who thronged the halls and lecture- ‘ . 
nio rooms, the corridors and titting rooms of the| Mr. J. W. Bengough’s lecture in Association 
ANY handsome college, and listened delightedly to | Hall last week was well attended and the 
the excellent musical entertainment provided | entertainment was an exceedingly artistic one. 
for them. I thought as I watched the drawing of the car- No. 55 No. 60 No. 65 
: toons and heard the singing and saw the witty | ‘‘Crescent” Brooch, Colored Gold, Very Novel B. Pin, in Blue Enamel Uniquely Constructed in Colored 
18 Mr Arthur Briodbeim, the great pianist who | sketches, of the truth of the old saying that Hand Chased, $2.25 veined with Gold, set with Bril- Gold, set with Brilliant White 
wil p e city last week, was the guest of Mr. | «4 prophet is not without honor save-in his liant White Stone, $3.50 Stone, $2.50 
. O. Forsyth. own country.” Bengough is not unhonored in 
»» Quebec A very interesting lecture was delivered on Canada, but Ido not think heis appreciated. a 
eronte. Monday afternoon, under the auspices of the | In New York, where his work is known, he is 3 . : j ms 
————— Modern Languages Club, at the University, by | esteemed as one of the leading caricaturists of Any of the above articles delivered at our warerooms or mailed, post paid, to any address in Canada upon 
Professor George Coutellier. The subject | the world. In Canada we are apt to consider receipt of price. 
af chosen was the Government Schools of France, anything or anybody of our es nation : ; 
, and was handled with the ability and anima. |'0 be of an inferior sort. In the whole Illustrated Album of Watches, Clocks, Diamonds, Jewellery, Silver Table Ware, Art Goods, Arms and Ammu- 
tion which characterize all M. Coutellier’s | Tee °1 istically’ versatile as Bengough, | nition, of two hundred pages, containing three thousand illustrations mailed on receipt of fifty cents 
platform utterances. This gentleman has oat ia” ae, a. Renenvee, nition, of two pages, g p y . 
e is a mixture o er actor, the 
the eer tab thie cveaing, uhen hewitt | burlesque singer, the newspaper writer and Remember that we do not guarantee our goods other than what they are, and that we carry one of the : 
: . give a sketch of Parisian theaters and their | the cartoonist. His weakest point is that | largest and most varied and best selected stocks in the Dominion. h 
stars. when he undertakes the tragic or heroic his ae F : : : 
The jiiebbilbiba nd SING? T) Be, Clomaiioe esta _— on Sut etiepiee De ibe vee He eaeee All our eustomers are civilly and liberally treated. We thoroughly know our business, and spare neither 
e . TR, h r, and I wonder that he has remained so | ;; . : 
| tained the members of the Vantage Lawn eee time nor expense In attending to it. 


Tennis Club and friends at their residence on 
Grenville street, Thursday evening of lasi 
week, when a delightful evening was enjoyed 
by those present. Miss Cochrane, Miss Camp- 
bell, and Messrs. G. and 4. Douglas assisted in 
TO rendering an entertaining musical programme, 
after which the president called on the secre- 
tary to give a short resume of the work during 
the past season. The report showed that the 
club—which, by the way, is one of the oldest 
in Canada—had enrolled thirty-eight members 
during the year, and that the finances were in 
S 4 satisfactory condition. The president (who 
might well be called the father of tennis in 
Toronto, he having imported the-first set used 
in the city) then gave an interesting history of 
the club from its inception up to the present 
date, The event of the evening then took place, 
viz., the presentation of the championship 
Prizes for the club tournament which had ex- 
cited so much interest among the members 
during the season. Four prizes had been of- 










long in Canada or been content with the small 
measure of applause he has received from 
Canadians. 


A very charming dance was given at the Art 
Gallery by Mr. and Mrs. W. H. Beatty on Tues- 
day last. Needless to remark that the even- 
ing’s arrangements were of the most perfect 
description, and that Toronto's four hundred 
enjoyed to the full the always gracious hos- 
pitality of Mr. and Mrs, Beatty. 


A Christmas sale of useful and fancy articles 
will be held at the Ladies’ Work Depository, 
49 King street west, on Monday, Tuesday, 
Wednesday and Thursday of Christmas week, 
when all sorts of pretty things suitable for 
Christmas and New Year's presents can be 
bought. Admission free. 


Mre. Wilkes of 118 Bloor street east gave a 


delightful tea on Wednesday last. The Italian 


(Continued on Page Fourteen.) 









































We heartily extend to all our readers and friends our best wishes for a happy and prosperous New Year, 
and cordially invite all to call and introduce themselves to the new firm, new stock, new store, but not new men. 


FRANK S. TAGGART & CO. § 


Watches, Diamonds, Guns and Bicyeles 


S9 KING STREET WEST 
TORONTO, CANADA 
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Regarding whose merits Von Bulow 


= DEALERS IN HIGH CLASS 


K NABE_P! 





and D’ Albert state: 


Eugene D’ Albert 
‘From fullest conviction I 
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struments of America.’ 
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declare 


Knabe Pianos to be the best in- 





- 


Von Bulow 


and hands than all others of this country. 
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‘The sound and touch of the Knabe 


Pianos are more sympathetic to my ears 
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pinenbidi 
MANUFACTURE 


WE 


Choice 
of Instraments 


and Canada standing side by side for your inspection. 


SOLICIT 


PIANOS - 


regarding any instrument. 


HE selecticn of a Piano is no 
easy task, as any one can 
tell you who has gone from 

store to store listening to the argu- 
ments of different salesmen. Our 
stock enables you to avoid this diff- 
culty, as in our warerooms you will 
find the choicest productions of the 
best makers in the United States 


We do not pretend to sell ALL the good Pianos made, but, as our policy is to 
sell Pianos at lowest prices and on their actual merits, you may rely on what we say 


- OUR STOCK EMBRACES - = 


The Peerless Knabe 
The Faultless Hardman 


OF 
AMERICAN 
MANUFACTURE 


The Popular Fischer 


\"° Favorite G. Heintzman & Co. 


INSPECTION 


The Reliable Karn 


CORRESPONDENCE INVITED 





Yonge Street Piano Rooms, 188 Yonge Street, Toronto 








Mental Telegraphy. 


HAT article 
of Mark 
Twain's in 
the Christ- 
mas Har- 
per’s has set 
us all scour- 
ing our 
brains to 
find instan- 
ces of the 
same  phe- 
nomena in 
our own ex- 
perience. 
With my- 
self it is unnecessary to search at all for, it has 
been my good luck to have an occult experience 
of such dimensions as to materially affect my 
happiness for life. It is about a year now 
since the “psychic projection,” or whatever 
my Blavatekyite friends call it, took place, and 
it was on last Christmas eve that the culminat- 
ing result of the magic’s manifestation took 
place. I had been trying to think out a story, 
nominally a Christmas one; one that could 
mention Christmas at the start and be in the 
balance of its action practically a summer 
story; or one that might start with an intro- 
duction at Thanksgiving and end with an en- 
gagement at Christmas ; ora “‘ kid” s‘ory, with 
a little boy in it, who by praying judiciously got 
Santa Claus to put something in his stocking; 
or a Christmas ghost story, with a real old- 
fashioned manor-haunting ghost; or better still, 
a ghost of modern cut, who might wear good 
clothes instead of a shroud, and fine jewelry 
instead of rusty chains, a ghost who walked in 
daylight ; in short, any style of story to be 
labelled ‘‘ Christmas.” But it was ‘no go.” 
No “center” would come, I had glimmerings, 


though, of what would be a beautiful story ; a 
study from life, in fact, but I felt that I was 





too young; I did not know enough about the 
woman heart to write it. Perhaps had I been 
less conscientious, less anxious for absolute 
truth in delineating my vague heroine’s charac- 
ter, I might have rushed off a watery story and 
got five dollars for it somewhere, but I felt that 
so slight a story as the one glimmering in my 
mind must be remarkable for its truth to be 
worth reading, and I did not care to write a 
story which wasnot. To make anything of the 
story I would have to have a collaborator, a 
lady if possible, and as I thought more on the 
subject I decided that there was one young 
lady, a Miss Gladys May, who would make the 
best possible collaborator for my story. In 
fact, I made up my mind that she was my only 
possible collaborator. 

I had not thought of Miss Gladys for months. 
She was traveling in Europe the last time I 
had heard of her and I did not know where she 
was now. Then, certain circumstances forbade 
my seeking her out. I was sensitive about 
Miss Gladys, and I felt sure that if I made even 
te most casual inquiry as to her whereahouts 
somsbody would inform her that I was seeking 











any request of mine that she should embark 
with me ina literary enterprise. Still I could 
not help wishing that something might happen 
which would render the thing feasible, for the 
part of the story or life study I should expect 
to write was very dear to me. I tried to dis- 
courage myself, to assure myself that the story 
could never be written. Miss Gladys was not 
a literary young lady. She had never written 
anything that I knew of since she was sixteen 
years old. She used to write stories then, to 
be sure, but she never would show them to 
me, and I had been told that they were not 
strokes of genius. But still I decided to write 
out my part of the story in skeleton, to be filled 
in later. 

On the night of the day of my cozitations, I 
went to an At Home given by a lady I had 
met some three or four months before, and 
who was ambitious that her entertainments 
should have a literary atmosphere. Now, it 
has been my habit to celebrate the charms of 
many imaginary damsels in fanciful newspaper 
verses, and so I ranked as a literary man and 
was willing to lend my prestige to such a 
feast of salad and flow of small talk. My 
hostess at once took me in hand and said she 
had reserved me for a young lady who had just 
returned from Europe and whom 1 would be 
delighted to meet, and I was forthwith pre- 
sented to Miss Gladys May. 

Now, it was embarrassing to meet MissGladys 
so and I felt much fear of a freeze-out, but to 
my delight, although a little shy at first, the 
young lady was quite cordial, and all stiffness 
passed off when I gradually gave the conversa- 
tion a literary turn, and from Besant and Rice's 
novels we passed to the mysteries of collabora- 
tion. Miss Gladys said that she had great am- 
bition to write but was unequal to sustained 
literary effort, and thought that in collaboration 
with somebody of sympathetic temperament 
and of some practical ability as a pen-worker, 
she could create her share of most delicious 
joint stories. 

‘“*Why,” said I, ‘‘ I have in my mind this mo 
ment parts of a story which, could I complete 
it, 1 am sare would attract much attention. 
But I must have a collabora‘or,a lady. Men 
are all too ignorant of a woman’s heart, and,’ 
said I, growing warmer, ‘“‘why should you not 
collaborate with me?” 

** Why,” she replied with a blush, “ it was but 
this morning that I thought of a fine story 
which a man with his wide experience could 
write with me, And if you'll believe it your 
name occurred to me,” 

I made an appointment to call upon her next 
day to get some particulars of her story and to 
impart mine. In witness of the truth of the 
theory of telegraphy, I found that her skeleton 
filled up the gaps in mine. 

We had many interviews, but the wi iting pro- 
gressed slowly. The most important interview 
took place a year ago next Thursday evening, 
Christmas eve. That night I started to write 
at her dictation, but, sonehow or other, little 
work was done. A fellow can't write when he 









her out, and she would place an altogether 
erroneous meaning on any advances of mine or 


has both arms about his beloved. The story 
was completed and awaits publication in an 
Ameri*an magazine. When it appears you 
must read it. The most interesting thing 
about it is, perhaps, that it is the story of 
ourselves, Gladys and—— TOUCHSTONE. 


ae 





HE material raw and 

unkempt and need- 
ing much pains to lick into 
shape,” could be easily 
gathered in every commu- 
nity where a church was 
built. The service was al- 
ways gratuitous. It was 
considered an honor to 
sing in the choir and in 
those days it didn’t need 
much voice to be able to 
run the scale of do, re, mi, 
and power to screech was 
often quite as acceptable 
as a* musical tone. But 
the singer must know a correct tempo. He or 
she might sing out of tune, but it was not per- 
missible to sing out of time. There was a 
stern-visaged precentor, or master of the choir, 
who, tuning-fork in hand, stood in awful ma- 
jesty in the front row, and his sol-fa-mi re-do 
was the signal for the choir to clear throats and 
begin to get ready. In those good old days of 





The Old Village Choir. 


evening meeting ‘‘at early candle-light, God 
willing,” or as the classic dominie worded it, 
Deo volente, there were no contra!to or soprano 
voices. Then the leacer picked up the key note 
with a fork. 


** And the vicious old viol went growling along 
At the heels of the girls, in the rear of the song.” 


There were only the tenor and treble, counter 
and bass, and the girls’ voices were nowhere in 
the classification except that they carried the 
air. Was it meloiy? The congregation thouzht 
so, probably, because every one in it had the 
privilege of singing with the choir and drown- 
ing it out with a volume of sound. 

In those days the elder lined out the hymns. 
In a high nasal tone the good deacon recited in 
a sing-song the hymn for the occasion, and he 
couldn't spoil the hymn ia reading it any more 
than the choir could spoil it in singing it— 
although our choirs of today would smile 
audibly at the old meeting-house music of the 
past. But what earthly voice with its self- 
conscious inflections is fit to sing that grand 


anthem of our forefathers’ worship : 


‘* While shepherds watched their flocks by night 
All seated on the ground.” 


Then came in the tenor: 
“ The Angel of-” 
Then the bass thundered : 
‘* The Angel of ” 
Then the counter: 
“The Lord came down,” 
And the choir 
* And g-l-o-r-y shone around.” 
This was the fugue or contrapuntal style, 
where all parts of the tune respond to each 
other, and which was the most effective singing 
known in that simple service of song. 
And it is a question if that grand prelude to 
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the heavenly music was ever sung better or | in the demure faces of the choir sisterhood. 
more a*ceptably by the mezzo sopranos and ** Sleep, sleep to-day, tormenting cares, 
basso-profundos of the modern choir, with their euuuuins rng A sal chet 
quavers and trills on the high C'sof musical Oa that sweet Sab worn. 
craft. “* Long was the good man’s sermon, 
I had a funny story told me about the dear Yet it seemed not ao to me, 
bigoted old choir singer of that day, which — ss T Prada toy —- 
shows with what extreme and jealous caution 
they watched the slightest innovation on local Mavs "aa — ; brag soa cig ee. 
| Someone had goneon a journey t fty onli haaiaitin’s man. but he belonged to that 
| or sixty miles distant, and his safe return had dear domestic one of simplicity and good- 
been made a subjec: of prayer. When he| fejowship, There are stories told of him, too. 
came he was full of queer notions imbibed in| 1; i, said that a noted city preacher ans toa 
~ aes eta had visited. Among | vijjage to officiate over Sunday, and was called 
other things, he had the audacity to tell the | upon by the precentor of the choir, who said to 
choir that there was a new way of pronouncing him : 
va Peer a Ce ee eee ‘‘First we sings four or five varses; then 
the old deacon sternly asked how it would a mae gy a woe per nc geo 
ae - aoe rane ; d ie You see, in our meetin’s we gives a good bit of 
uae glory shone around—" read “shon | time to the singing. Ab, that’s Heaven, sir— 
“It be too redikilous, brethren and sistern, Seer peg carpe’ Sa ae 
tocontemplate,” and the young man meekly| “J giso have a pleasant thought about 
subsided into his shell. Heaven,” said the good minister, “and it is 
Quaint anecdotes linger in the atmosphere of | that vou will not be precentor there.” 
that vanishing past. One old dominie went Ana yet itis true, as Herbert says, that a 
into the pulpit and, opening his hymn book by hymn well sung j ' 
the light of a guttering tallow dip, looked at ** May catch him who a sermon flies.” 
the congregation and said, with duesolemnity:| The truth is that in the old times the choir 
“*T fear mine eyes are growing dim; I cannot see to read! was the mouthpiece of the congregation. 
this hymn.” Everybody sang, from the lisping child to the 
To his surprise the deacon at once lined it to | white-haired grandparent, and the music gave 
the congregation : expression to all the self-repression, the un- 
** I fear mine eyes are growing dim ; spoken desires, the cry for light beyond, which 
I cannot see to read this hymn.” were the stronger sisielaees ‘of an age. The 
When the choir had sung that, the minister | power and pathos of that singing often reached 
attempted toexplain. Said he : to the sublime, just as to-day the plaintive 
“ I did not mean that for the hymn. I only | minor chords of a Scotch song will draw tears 
said mine eyes were dim.” to the eyes of all who hear it. 
Again the deacon lined it, and again the choir Dear, simple souls who sang in the choirs of 
sang the astonishing new version. the past, where are they to-day? We cannot 
The unfortunate dominie, believing himself | even find their counterparts in the New Eng- 
o be possessed with a devil of versification, | land village choir, where the contralto scorns 
bawled out in desperation : the soprano, and the tenor looks askance at the 
“You fools, why will you sing that hymn? | basso and the fugue is a traditional methodo _ 
I said mine eyes were growing dim.” song. They are all gone now, and their his- 
As he heard this set to music, he rushed out | tories are buried with them. 
ot the sacred edifice ana went home after his | ‘ To the land of the leal they have gone with their song, 
spectacles. Where the choir and chorus together belong. 
Allthe pretty girls of the country villages | b, be lirted, ye gates! Let me hear them again, 
were in the choir. All the courting was done | Blessed song, blessed singers, forever amen |” 


there. They were rosy lips that sung {Old | 

The ribbons of those big scoop bonnets and 
sky-scrapers fluttered in the breeze that came 
in through the royal window, scented with the 
new-mown hay, and sweet-brier with roses that 
| grew on the graves outside, The coir was 
the attraction to all except the old people of 
that day, who were never quite willing to con- 
cede any good thing to inexperienced youth, 
and to whom the big viol was an innova- 
tion of the evil one. 

But the stranger who strayed into the old 
meeting house caring naught for the “first” 
or “‘fifthly”” of the prosy sermon, looked up at 
the choir, and at once there was a dove like 
flatter of ribbons and hymn books, and oh, 
what saucy, piquant earthliness was revealed 





Hundred and Corinth, and China and Mear. 








Mrs. M. L. BAYNE. 





Going to a Bad End. 





Looking Both Ways. 
Mrs, Backup—Before we were married, you 
cutest - your Pe black-eyed houri,” 
p—Yes; avd my little blue-eyed, 
treekied rel haired darling didn’t murmur & 
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Frightened. 

Mother (reading)—A machine has been in- 
vented that will fling a man about fifteen hun- 
dred feet into the air. . 

; erety ‘Daughter—Horrors! Don’t let pa 
hear of it. 


Gowns and Garnitures. 


GREAT many pret- 
=, ty gowns have 
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iy SOC people in 
\jj.. Toronto this win- 
ter, One I no- 
ticed at an event 
last week was 
made of the most 
lovely pink and 


High Cut 


eee owe + He 


The Usual Style. 
Stranger—I believe you are connected with 
the Twenty-third National Bank. 
Gentleman— Yes, sir. 
Stranger—Will you be kind enough to tell 
me something about the financial standing of 
the institution ? 





































» is no 5 
: rocad Gentleman— Well, really, I'm afraid I can’t. 
le can eae came oe I'm simply a director, you know. Wa nt a 
e from collete. The plain 
breadths were opened up the back to show a A Cheap Trip to the Pacific Coast. Glove Fitting 
argu cunning little pleated train of plain silk, and| On December 30 an excursion will be 1un Ss. W 
Our the only trimming was a few dainty folds, en | from Toronto to the Pacific coast, via the | We - Cor. Yonge and Queen 







C. P. R., and any of our readers contemplatin 
the journey are strongly recommended to ava’ a <7 


themselves of this splendid opportunity. The URS why not? And why 






ete berthe, of pink crepe. The perfect fit was the 
is diffi- chief charm of this elegant little robe, and as it 






































ill was worn by a figure that had nothing to dread | C. P. R., in arranging this excursion, have done 5 | e av 
Ju Ww from simplicity of gowning, it was a fair sight | ll in their power to promote the comfort and not sure of what youre buy- y 
f the to look at. convenience of the passenger, as a glance at the ino ? Y hi ak: 
Oo elegantly-Atted tourist sleeping ° care— built gi! ou have our guarantee 
vite 8 or this service—w 6 e ; ° 

States Another gown of an entirely opposite mode are furatihed with a lar outfit, similar to that we offer nothing else. Why if you do the place to pu rchase is the 
was a plum-colored cloth, trimmed with  nar- | their first-class sleeper, having upper and lower | not buy out of the regular rut, . 
row edgeofastrachan and blackand gold cording, | berths, which are adjustable, forming the most het : d 

. ; comfortable beds at night.time and easy seats | WNICN Means Out of the rut of high 

y is to The coat was decorated with loops of cord in during the day. For every particular apply to ’ 5 a > 
Hussar jacket style and cut out in long square | W, R, CALLAWAY, 118 Kiog street west, Prices : F ancy prices for furs are G OO DYEAR RU RB B F KK S O K E 

we say tabs below the hips, It looked rich and warm, not known around this store. 
and is to be worn with a dainty cloth bonnet Ledies' Base: BA ; 
smothered in fine French blush roses, This Gyan a8, oo * 
handsome costume was designed for a stately Boas, Canadian Coon, $7.50. 12 K g St t W t 
blonde rather inclined to embonpoint, and a oe . in ree es 
scores another success for the clever modiste Storm collars are not alone com- 
whe SURO Warn is SaeeayyeeN. fortable, but they are also stylish. 

Ladies always seem to take an absorbing in- Black Hare Collars, $2.75. F I R EB EE I R EB 

terest in the stage costumes of popular actresses, Soc tpeieie. tate eg 
Here is one that they may witness next week, American Opossum, ¥3 
when they go to see Captain Therese at the Rurslan 8 bie, $. 
Grand. The dress is made of heavy corded 5 ‘ 
silk of deep old-rose color.. It is made as se- In muffs the range is decidedly 

CAN ve _— — a < haps ene large. a ak eel aad 

. RE Elizabethan—w mit. th this dress Miss : Ce 

>TU Huntington wears a leng Spanish cloak, which | _ The favorite plant for tableand parlor decorations. Fine ro Fone Gh; Gort 61,26 5 Mots c oon. 1 50. The whole stock of D. Grant & Co., worth $30,000, 
is very liable to attract considerable attention. nom, occa a cue oi ee on Pekan ae tas alte Baltic Seal, $3.25 ; Rui sian Sable, $5. damaged by fire and water, to be given away. 
it eS on rn Ye el a a | ~=6~Fur trimmings to suit shoppers’ Also 60 cases new goods, purchased expressly for 


Huntington herself, who caught the idea from 
an old Spanish painting. The cloak is made of 





Choice Roses, and all other seasonable flowers always , 
onhand. Bridal Bouquets and Wedding Decorations | FeqQuirements. 





the holiday trade, in Evening Silks, Black Silk Chiffons, 








white crepe de chine of a beautiful quality. It | *specislty. Floral Tributes of all kinds made on short Order furs by letter. Flowers, Fans, Feathers, Gloves. 
is lined with a pale sea green silk. It is a real 8. TIDY & SON, 164 Yonge Street ane i ith 

; Spanish cloak in make, so full that when the | Conservatories and Gacahionshs- 0 ca 490 Ontario R. SIMPSON th are goods will be sold wit the others at less 
corners are thrown over the shoulders and | Street, Toronto. anna price. 






S. W. cor. Yonge and Queen | Entrance Yonge Street. 
Streete, Toronto. Entrance Queen Street. 


N 2 Ge rm a n L| oyd Co. eannwen 174, 176, 178 Yonge Street, and 1 and 3 Queen 


SHORT ROUTE TO LONDON AND CON’ INENT 
Fast express steamers bi-weekly. 
MEOITERRANEAN LINE 





hang down the back, the cloak hanging from 
the shoulders still leaves graceful folds in 
front acd drapes beautifully. Yet this gar- 
ment is so fine in texture and so soft that it can 
ie cht l almost be drawn through a lady's bracelet. 
ITED When worn in such a way as to bring the deli- 





New Tweeds, Remnants of Sealettes 
Mourning Goods, Crapes 


D. GRANT & CO., 206 and 208 Yonge Street 


LADIES DON’T WEAR CORSETS BUT FOR 


Dorenwend’s COMFORT, BEAUTY and HYGIENE 


TRY 
















cate pale green facing back over the white, and Clyde built sh m Paltidculpment we ED. PINAUD’S 
vi WINTER RATES NOW IN FORCE. oe Se ED OPH 
with the hood on the head, it makes the most BARLOW CUMBERLAND, Agent oe / 






bewitching drapery a woman could possibly 
array herselfin. It is more than likely that 
these Huntington cloaks may catch the fancy 
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MADE ONLY BY 


103 & 105 Yonge St. TELEPHONE | The American Corset & Dress Reform Co. 


Miss Ho .tanp 


life to the gown as she moved about the stage. 
The neck has a new cut. It is square, only the 
corners are cut away nearthearm. The collar 
is a large Elizabethan of white lace, with pink 
topaz stones scattered thickly over it. The 
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The Old Settler. - 


“y’ "member the story, don’t y’, 


y’, Peleg, 
‘pout Hi-diddle-diddle, the cat 'n the fiddle, the 


cow jumped over the “Beitete ee SE ne 


to see setch sport, ’n t 


he spoon ? 

: The Old Settler had.a pleasant smile on his 
, withia 

up from 


face as he asked the question. Pel 
eontem ptrous toss of his head, look 
the book he was reading and made reply. 

‘*Fah!” he exclaimed. 


for babies ! 
any more. 


book you ought to 


ro and said : : 
“ You're gittin’ 30 y' don't b’lieve that story 
“bout Hi diddle diddie, hey ?” 

“Course I am!” replied Peleg. 

‘+ But y’ stick to the one about the man th’t 
was so wond’ous wise, ’n’ tht jumped into a 
bramble bush ’n’ scratched out both his eyes, 
’n’' wen he foun’ his eyes was out, with all his 
might ’n’ main, he jumped into ano:her bush 
’n’ scratched ’em in again. Y’ hain’t gone back 
en him, hev’ y’, sonny?” ‘ 

“Yes! He’s worse than Hi-diddle-diddle!” 

***N’ how do y’ stan’ on the question o’ the 
ol’ lady th’t swep’ the cobwebs offen the sky?” 

“Puh! She’sa humbug!” 

The Old Settler shook his head and looked 
solemn, 
**Wull, Peleg, I’m sorry fer y’!” he said. 

“Soon ez a to gins to hev his doubts about 
Hi-diddle diddle, ’n’ the man th’'t got his eyes 
scratched in ag’in, ’n’ the ol’ woman th’t swep’ 
the cobwebs offen the sky, it’s alluz safe to 
keep a watch on the melon patch when he’s 
around; ’n’ he comes home late from school 
with his hair wet ’n’ his shirt on wrong side 
out, ‘n’ tells his gran’mammy th’t the teacher 
kep him in ’cause he couldn't do his neers 
right; ’n’ he gits the backache so orful bad 
th’t he can’t carry in the wood. It’s a bad 
thing for a boy, Peleg, w’en he begins to hev 
his doubts about Hi-diddle diddle ’n’ the rest 
of ’em, for I've alluz noticed, b'gosh, th’t his 
health fails so that it’s all he wants to do to 
drag hisself to school durin’ trout-fishin’ time, 
an’ th’t he's liable to inj’y his meals better 
standin’ up th’n he is settin’ down to ’em, fer 
reasons th't him ‘'n’ his gran’mammy knows 
better’n anybody else. What is this here book 
yer so took up with, sonny?” 

“Bloody Rope Rube; or, The Demon Lyncher 
fs Devil Ranch,” said Peleg, reading the 
tithe. 

‘“* Whew!” whistled the Uld Settler. ‘* W’at 
did he do fer a livin’, Peleg?” 

‘*Went around the country hanging folks,” 


replied Peleg. 
What deestric’ did he live in, 


** Jeewhizz! 
sonny ? 

““Oh, he lived ’way out west somewheres. 
You see, gran’pop, he went around hanging 
folks because he was hanged once himself, and 
he was bound to have revenge. When he was 
a young man they took him up because they 
said he was a horse thief, and they stretched 
him up toa tree and left him. A friend of his 
cut him down and brought him to life again. 
Then Rube swore an oath that he’d never do 
anything as long as he lived except breathe 
and eat and hang everyone he got hold of. He 
got a rope and started out. He’d capture people 
no matter whether they were young or old, or 
women, and carry ‘em to his cabin gs up in 
the rocks and hang ’em. He called his cabin 
Red Devil Ranch. I've got to where he has 
just carried off a man and his wife and three 
children in good places for them to see him 
hang the man. Then he will hang the rest of 
‘em, one after another, and go out after more 
I s’pose. Every once in a while he says he'd 
like to quit his hanging business, but his con- 
science won't let him. He daresn’t break his 
oath, for that would be wicked, and his con- 
science would never give him any rest. It 
ain’t because he's sick of it that he wants to 
quit hanging folks, but he is in love with a 
girl whose father and mother he hanged, and 
he'd like to marry her and settle down, but he 
daresn’t do it, because on account of his oath 
he'd have to hang her, too. That’d be pretty 
hard on Rube, wouldn't it ee, 

“Wull, yes; pooty hard,” replied the Old 
Settler; ‘** but seems to me ez if the gal would- 
n’t be tickled very much over it, nuther! Wat 
does the book say this here Bloody Rope Rube’s 
las’ name is, sonny?” 

‘*It don’t say anything about his las’ name,” 
said Peleg. 

“Don’t it say th’t his gran'pop were ol’ Gil 
Mossbreaker o’ the Sugar Swamp deestric’?” 
inquired the Old Settler. . 

**No!” said Peleg, showing some impatience 
at being kept so long from following further 
the cheerful career of Bloody Rope Rube. 

“OY Gil hai a gran’son named Rube,” said 
the Old Settler, ‘‘an’he left Sugiur Swampa 

many years ago, ’n’ dug fer the west 
some’rs. I'll bate a cooky th’t this here chap 
th’t takes reccryation by hangin’ folks is young 
Rube Mossbreaker. Speakin’ of h:m bein’ took 
up ez a hoss thief makes me more sartin of it, 
for w'en Rube left Sugar Swamp a couple o’ 
Choppy McBing’s hosses went away, 'n’ never 
kim Yes, sir! that Demon Lyncher is 
young Rube Mossbreaker, sure ez p’ison! Bus 
it don’t s'‘prise me none! He comes nat’ral by 
his demonin’. His ol’ pran'pop were one his- 
self, ’n’ a tougher one, I shouldn’t wonder, th’n 
Bloody Rope Rube. W'y, .sonny, if Rube’s 
gran’pop hadn’t ’a’ been hung hisself, I would- 
n’t be your gran'pop to-day, ’n’ whar would you 
be? Nowhar b gosht'imighty !” 

** Did Rube hang his grandpop, too?” asked 
Peleg, ready to listen to an_ incident 
in the career of his hero not set down ip the 
book. 

** Not edzac'ly sonny,” replied the Old Settler, 
‘“cause Rube wa'n't borned yet, but f'm w’at y’ 
ben tellin’ me ’bout him, thar hain’t no doubt 
but w’at he’d jist ez soon ’a’ done itez not. No, 
Peleg. My ol’ pop hung B'oody Rope Rube’s 
gran’pop, ’n’ done it up brown, too It makes 
me shedder a!l over w’en I think th't if pop 
hadn't ’a’ hung ol’ Gil Mossbreaker, my mammy 
mowt ’a’ ben Rube’s mammy, 'stid o’ bein’ 
mine an’ never'd ’a’ ben my pop’s widder! 

‘* Gil Mossbreaker sot down on a clearin’ in 

Sugar Swamp ’bout the time my pront yee did, 
’n’ they wasclus neighbors. Gil had one son, 
’n’ so did my gran’pop. ‘The Mossbreaker folks 
hadn’t lived there long afore ev’rybody dis- 
kivered th't ol’ Gil were a livin’ terror. He’a 
ruther fight th’n eat, ’n’ w’en he had been tam. 
perin’ a leetle heavy with his hard cider bar’! 
‘n’ went out, folks locked their doors 'n’ laid 
low. No yoke o’ oxen th't ever yanked a load 
o’ logs was any stronger th'n ol’ Gil Moss- 
breaker, ’n' he'd jist ez leaf use his streagth on 
a year-old young un ez on a six-foot bush- 
wacker. The more I think on it, Peleg, the 
more I know he were this here Rube’s gran’- 
pop. 
“Ol Gil’s son “wa’n't a bad sort o’ feller, 'n 
him'n’ my gran’pop’s son got kinder thick. 
The pootiest gal in Sugar Swamp in them days 
were Betsy Tidfit. B-tsy’s pop had about the 
likeliest lot o’ belongin’s th’ were in the deestric , 
‘n’ Betsy were the t ketch fer twenty miles 
aroun’, Wull, sir, w’at does ol Gil’s boy 'n’ 
my grandpop’s boy do but both of 'em git 
Sweet on ow ‘n’ both on ‘em were bound to 
hev her. It were hard to tell w'ich one the gal 
liked best, but sometimes one ’d think it were 
him, 'n’ then ag’in he'd thinkit wa'n’t. Bimeby, 
though, my gran’pop’s boy tcok the bull by the 
horns ’n’ says to tsy : . 

‘** Betsy,’ says he, ‘w’en’s me'n you gointer 
git married ?’ 

“* Well, la sakes, Sile!’ says Betsy. ‘I'd 
like to know.who’s said me ’n’ you was ever 
gointer git married ¢’ says she. 

“**Me n’ you's gointer git, marsiod, Botay ¢ 
says m ” pop’s son, ‘or else yon ‘n’ young 
Gil Motabrecker's inter git married,’ says he. 

Wa’at I wanter know is right squar’ on the 
dot, is it me'n’ you?’ 

“The chances is, mebbe, th't if young Gil 
had toate the ae bg the nerne first ‘n’ put the 
question squat’ to Betsy. e my gran'pop’ 
son did, shed ’a’ answered him jest the same. 


ts 


but such staff as that is only 
course n’pop, but such stuff as that is only 
et faon't take no stock in them yarns 
There hain’t anything in'em. I’m 
reading something worth while now. Here's a 
read, gran’p»p. It’s bully!” 
The Old Settler gazed over his spectacles at 


But he didn’t, ’n’ so Be she ed on her 
cheer a leetie,’n’ hu er head, ’n’ put her 
finger in her mouth, ’n pooty, soon up ‘n’ said : 

** Wull, Sile,’ she says, ‘it’s me ’n’ you!’ 

“That's all th’ were to that, ’n’ of, course 
Fast Gil had to be told, ’n’ he give u 

is rip-roarin’ ol’ pop had sot his gi on his 
boy marryin’ Betsy, ’n’ he didn’t cale’late to be 
euchred out of her. He didn't say a word, 
though. He jist sot down ‘n’ planned. Oh, he 
were the ancister o’ the Demon Lyncher o’ Red 
Devil Ranch, sonny, ’n’ I know it 

** My gran’pop’s son built a cabin fer to put 
his wife in‘’w'en they got hitched, 'n’ w’a sh’d 
it do but burn down the fust night it were 
done. Young Sile wa'n’t loaded down with 
money, but he went to wark ’n’ put up another 
house on hisclearin’. That un were burnt down, 
too, ’n’ the young feller were took with an on- 
common fit o’ the blues, He went out one day 
to set some b’ar traps, ’n’ a couple o’ choppers 
hel, ed him bend down a big hick’ry sapplin’ ’n’ 
fasten its top to Ley gene’ with a strong slip- 
pin’ noose snare tied to it, hopin’ to ketch a 
p’tic'‘lar foxy ol’ b’ar th’t had turned up his nose 
at all his other traps, fer Sile had to git a pile 
o’ skins ‘fore he k’d build his house ag’in. 

“Arter the choppers helped Sile bend the 
stiff saplin’ down 'n’' fasten it, they left him, He 
were kind o' makin’ things look nat’ral around 
the big snare, w’en a'l of a suddent sumpin’ 

abbed him f’m tohind, ’n’ fore he k’d say 

is arms was tied together ’n’ so was his | 

Then he were chucked on the ground’n’ lookin’ 
up he seen ol’ Gil Mossbreaker standin’ over 
him ’n’ grinnin’ like a hyeny. Sile couldn’t say 
a word, he were so struck dumb, Arter ol’ Gil 
had grinned ’n’ glared at him a spell he drawed 
a rope f’'m under his coat. It had a noose in 
one end. He went toa tree a few yards away, 
tied t’other end o’ the rope to a limb’n’ let the 
slippin’ noose dangle down. Then he kim back 
’n’ says to Sile : 

oh know w’at yer gointer do?” says he. 
‘ Yer gointer commit suicide !’ says he. 

‘*My gran’pop’s son didn’t say a word. He 
know’'d th’ wa’n’t no use. But he kep’ a work- 
in’ his ban’s in the rope they was tied with, ’n’ 
he foun’ th’'t if he k’d hev about five minutes’ 
time he k’d work his han’s loose, ’n’ then he'd 
try ’n’ do sumpin’. 

*** Yer gointer commit suicide,’ says ol’ Gil, 
grinnin’,*’n’ here's a letter yer gointer leave 
tohind bi 

* Ol’ Gil took a letter outen his pocket. It had 
Sile’s name signed to it, ’n’ were writ to Betsy. 
It said th’t he were broke up ’n’ eee 
over the burnin’ o’ his cabins, ’n’ ez he couldn't 
build another he had thort the bes’ thing he 
k’d do was to hang hisself’n’ leave her free to 

























































playthings of your childhood and smile at the 
mportance you once attached to them, because 
you have found some fresh playthings with 
which you are as much in earnest as you were 
p bP x wed tops and balls ; now is the turn of 
friendship, love, ‘heroism, and devotedness— 
you have ail these within you, and you look for 
them in others. You ask aloud the accom- 
Pishment of your desires, as you would ask 

oly promise. There is not a flower or a tree 
that does not appear to have betrayed you. 
But here we now are, arrived at old age; we 
then have gray or white hairs—or a wig. The 
beautiful flowers of which we were speaking 
yield fruit but little expected—incredulity, 
Gottem, mistrust, avarice, irony, “gluttony. 

ou laugh at the ae of youth, because 
you still meet with others to whicn you attach 
— more seriously, places, medals, rib. 

ns of different orders, honors, and dig- 

nities. Days and years aredarts which death 
launches at us; it reserves the most penetrat- 
ing for old age; the early ones have destroyed 
successively your faiths, your passions, your 
virtues, your happiness. Now it pours in 
grape-shot ! it has shot away your hair and 
your teeth, it has wounded and weekened your 
muscles, it has touched your memory, it aims 
at the heart, it aims at life.—J. B. A. Karr. 








New Mexico for Consumptives. 


EXTRACT FROM REPORT TO THE AMERICAN 
HEALTH RESORT ASSOCIATION, 


‘I think New Mexico surpasses any localit 
for consumptives I have yet visited, and 
have been all over California, Colorado and 
the South, Sandwich Islands and Europe.” 

J. F. DANTER, M., D., 
M. C. P. and S., Ont. 








Something Lacking. 

‘““Now isn’t that a perfect picture of the 
baby?” asked Mrs. Noopop, displaying a new 
oer daa eae it 

= on’t think it is,” replied N bee 
don’t hear a sound.” 7 rea : 





Magnificent Vestibule Pullman Sleepers, To- 
ronto to New York, via Erie Ry. 


The Erie have had two of the finest sleepers 
made that money would buy, especially for 
thisrun, They leave Toronto at 4.55 p.m, daily, 
except Sundays, arriving in New York carly 
next morning. Beautiful dining cara attached 
to all trains for meals. For further informa- 
tion apply to S. J. Sharp, 19 Wellington street 





marry young Gil Mossbreaker. east, Toronto. 
***T burnt yer caniee cere = ae tae 
more ’n’ more, ‘’n’ now I'm gointer hang y’ ‘ 
Won’t folks be sorry w’en they hear th’t setch Consistent. 
a likely chap ez you couldn’t stan’ misfortun’| Mrs. Silvertongue—Are you going out this 
’n’ went ’n’ killed hisself?’ evening? 


Silvertongue—Yes. I have promised to at- 
tend the St. Patrick's club reception and de- 
liver an oration on The Irish in America. What 
would the country do without them? Is there 
anything you want down town, my dear? 

Mrs, Silvertongue—Yes ; I wish you would 
stop at the employment office and ask them to 
send me a g American, English, French, 
German, Swedish, Danish, Norwegian, Polish, 
Russian, Italian or colored girl for general 
house work. 


*** Sile laid close to whar the hick’ry saplin’ 
were tied to the groun’. Ez ol’ Gil were 
talkin’ he turned his back to Sile to look at the 
gallus he had rigged up fer puttin’ the boy 
outen his way. Sile had got his hand loose by 
this time. e slipped his huntin’ knife out, 
a. quick ez a flash, cut the rope th’t held the 
hick'ry sapplin’ down. ‘The stiff sapplin’ 
sprung back like a hurricane, ’n' ez it went up 
it ketched ol’ Gil’n’ h‘isted him twenty foot in 
the air. He turned a regular summerset, ’n’ in 
flopping over he shot his head plumb through 
the noose he had fixed for hangin’ poor Sile ! | 
He splattered an’ kicked 'n’ twisted, but it 
wa’n’t no use, 'n’ by the time my gran‘pop’s boy 
had got up ‘n’ untied his legs, ol’ Gil Moss- 
breaker had passed over Jurd'n ! 

**Sile married Betsy, 'n’ got to be my pop, 


—_ OO 


Misses E. & H. Johnstun of 122 King s!reet 
west are now offering a number of dress iengths 
at a great reduction. We have also a choice 
selection of the latest novelties in evening 
wear—silks, embroidered gauzes, chepes, etc. 
Every lady who admires a choice, weil-fitting 
gown should inspect our stock. 

Co a en ee 


Still a Pointer. 


Uptotricks—Have you a good engagement, 
Richard? , . - 

Richard—Seventy-five per week. 

Uptotricks—That's not so bad. Showman 
wants a man for heavies at twenty-five. 

Richard—His office-is just a little way down 
Broadway, ain't it? 

ees so 

Richard—Well, so long. I'll see you later. 


a jist see how consarned nigh I kim to not 
avin’ any pop, sonny, ‘n’ w't a narrer esca 

Betsy had tra bein’ the mammy oO’ Bloody 
Rope Rube, the Demon Lyncher of Red Devil 
Ranch !"—N. 


Y. Sun. 








THE MOST SEVERE ATTACK OF 


RHEUMATISM 


Instantly relieved and permanently cured by 


NINE O’CLOCK OIL 


Prepared by DR. H. P. WILKINS, Toronto, Ont. 
25 cents per bottle. All Druggists. 


A Friend in Need! 





A case of Jang Jang, or Chinese delirium 
tremens. 


Dunn's Fruit Saline is made from the natu- 
ral saline constituents of fruit in combination 
with the purest salts of soda and potash. It 
produces a delightful beverage, and especially 
cleanses the throat and cools the system. It 





does not depress, but stimulates, and will be 
found a quick relief for headache, biliousness, 
indigestion, seasickness, &c. This pure health- 
giving preparation should be kept in ‘every 
family, and can be taken by the most delicate 
to imvart freshnass and vigor. No traveler 
should be without it, for by its use the blood 
is kept pure and epidemics prevented, and is 
most essential to counteract the depressing 
effects of hot climates. To be obtained from 
chemists and stores. Price 1s. 9d. per bottle. 
Manutactured by W. G. Dunn & Co., Croydon, 
London, and Hamilton, Canada. 
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The Journey of Life. 


After all, is this life anything but a terrible 
journey without repose, and with but one com- 
mon end in view? Is it anything more than 
arriving successively at various ages, and tak- 
ing or leaving something at each? Does not 
all that surrounds us change every year? Is 
not every egea different country ? ou were 
achild ; you are a young man; you may be- 
come an old man. Do you believe you shall 
find as much difference betwe+n two persons, 


‘* Here, Jobnnie, your mother doesn’t under- 
stand why Iam able to get out my big wash- 
ings quicker and nicer than she does. Take 
this tablet of ‘Sunlight’ Soap, and telller to 
use it according to directions, and she will 
soon find out why my washings have been 


however remote from each other they may be, done quicker and better than hers. Tellter 
as between youachild and you an old man? | also that this soap will keep her hands nice 
You are in childhood—the man is there with | and soft, and doesn’t shrink flannels, and is so 
lle ae Dieeenaeen: tebretome sak We lasting that it isthe cheapest as well as the 
every one seems to love him ; everything gives | b¢8t soap she can buy. 
him something, and everything promises him ON Shr as 
still much more. There is nothing which does 
not pay him a tribute of Joy: nothing which for 
him is not a pazshing, e butterflies in the 
air, the blue-bottles in the corn fields, the sand 
of the seashore, the her of the meadows, 
the green alleys of the forest—all give him 
poemente, all whisper to him promise of mystic 
appiness. You arrive at youth; the bod is 
active and strong, the heart noble and dis- 
interested. There you violently break the 


Antisepties, Surgical Dressings 
Sanitary Towels, Rubber Bandages, Ab- 


domifal Belts and Fresh Vaccine 
Always in stock at 


FLETT’S DRUG STORE 


482 Queen Street West 
Telephone 664. ‘ 








He gave a jump—the™ bed did, too 


The 

And barked, as he had no thine fo bite, And hid young Barclay Jonce from 

Which woke young Barcia) up in fright. me, 
could 





A Scientific Formula 
Jack—It’s pretty hard to guess a girl’s age 
correctly. 
en can tell you a good way to find it 
out, 
Jack— How? 
Tom—Ask her, and then add one-third. 


CANCER 





It seems almost inoredible that a remedy has at last 
been discovered for curing this dreadful disease without 
any painful operation. But when we can refer you to 


hundreds of living witnesses who have been permanently 
cured by our wonderful and pleasant treatment you 
should not hesitate to tell your friends tke good news. 
No Knife! No Plaster! No Pain! Send 6 cente in stamps 
for particulars, and mention this paper. 
Stote & JuRY 
BowMAnVILLE, Ont, 









any known article for 
Washing & Cleaning. 
For sale by Grocers and Druggists Everywhere, 
FACTORY IN MONTREAL. 


EVANS AND SONS, soLe cents. f 










© CORDS IN 10 HOURS, 


BY oe MAN 
Send for illustrated catalogue, showi 
from thousands who have — wl 





Sic« Headache and relieve ail the troubles inci 
dent toa bilious state of the system, such as 
Dizziness, Nausea. Drowsiness, Distress after 
eating, Pain in the Side, &c. While their most 
remarkable success has been shown in curing 


SICK 


ngecrer yet a farms Liver Pitts 
are equally valuable in Constipation, curing Janada 
and preventing this annoying complaint, while order secures the agency. Foto SAWING MACHINE CO. 
they also correct all disorders of the stomach, 303 to 311 So, Canal St., Chicago, it ‘ 
stimulate the liver and regulate the bowels. ——— SS = 


Even if they only cttred 





ed from 5 to ohio 
It saws down trees, folds like a pocket knife, weighs alt 
411bs.; easily carried on shoulder. Oneman can saw more 
ee a — men witha cross-cnt saw, ¢ in 

se. We also make larger-sized machine ‘oot 
saw. Noduty to pay, we eoLDING 4 Uebeae ‘Br 







HEAD | 


» Ache they would be almost priceless to those 





who suffer from this distressing complaint: TENDERS ressed gned 

= ae i goodness oo not end ae ade te Dei! wane, a tune _ 
1ere, and those who once try them will find racks, Toron rece Frida E 
these little pills valuable in so many ways that 18th ey A ree ee — ye 
they will not be willing to do without them i y soveess Cease togeen’ ts Cee 


erection cf Drill Shed at Infantry Barracks, Toronto. 

Plans and fications can be seen at the Department 
of Public Works, Ottawa, and at the office of Messrs. Deni- 
son & King, 18 King Street, Toronto, on and after Friday, 
4th December, and tenders will not be considered unless 
made on form supplied and signed with actual signatarcs 


of tenderers. 

An accepted bank cheque payable to the order of the 
Minister of Public Works, «qual to jive per cent. of amount 
of tender, must accompany each tender. This cheque will 
be forfeited 1f the party decline the contract, or fail to 
complete the work contracted for, and will be returnec in 
case of non-acceptance of tender. 

The Department does not bind iteeft to accept the lowest 
or any tender. 


But after all sick he: 


is the bane of so many lives that here is where 
we make our great boast. Our pills cure it 
while others do not. 

Carter's LitrLe Lrver Pits are very small 
and very easy to take. One or two pills make 
a dose. They are strictly vegetable and do 
not gripe or purge, but by their gentle action 
please all who use them. In vials at 25 cents; 
five for $1. Sold everywhere, or sent by mail. 


CARTER MEDICINE CO., New York. 


Goal PL Sal! Dos, Sallis, 
HEINTZMAN & CO. 


a 


By order, 

E F. E. ROY, Secretary 
Department of Public Works, | 
Ottawa, 3rd December, 1891. / 








MANUFACTURERS OF 


IA NOFORTES—— 


SQUARE 


GRAN UPRIGHT 


Their thirty-six years’ 
record the best guarantee 
of the excellence of their 
instruments. — 


Our written guarantee 
for five years accompanies 
each Piano. 





SEND FOR OUR ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE 


Warerooms: - - 117 King Street West, Toronto 


BENNETT & WRIGHT 


GAS FIXTURES 








Largest Stock, Best Value 





72 QUEEN ST. EAST 





BUY THE 


Celebrated Lehigh Valley 


_ COAL 
ONTARIO COAL CO. 


GENERAL OFFICE: Esplanade, Foot of Church Street.’ 


BRANCH OFFICES: 728 Yonge Street, 10 —_ Street East, Queer 
Street West and Subway, Corner Bathurst Street Cc. P. R’'v 


™~ 































































































































































ot tee ey rea 08 na milange 






EDMOND B. SHEPPARD - - 


Office, 9 Adelaide Street West, Toronto. 
TELEPHONE No. 1708. 
Sabsoriptions will be received on the following terms: 


Six Months ............... jeccceecces”. SO 
Three Months... .... 2... . 00sec mon se 


Delivered in Toronto, 500. per annum extra. 


Advertising rates made known on application at the busl- 


aces office. 


HE SHEPPARD PUBLISHING OO. (Lnerrap), Proprietors 
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SIXTEEN PAGES. 


A New Serial. 














The publishers of SarurpAyY NicGur beg to 
call their readers’ attention to the new serial, 
Constance, written for them by F. C. Phillips, 


the well known English author. His forme 


novel, As In a Looking Glass, is well known 
to the public through Mrs, Langtry’s striking 
impersonation of its heroine, Lena Despard, 
This new serial, Con- 
stance, is said to be of even greater dramatic 
power than As Ia a Looking Glass, and we 


in a dramatic version. 


beg to congratulate our readers on the ac 
cession of this new novel. 





The Choice of Enemies. 
CERTAIN eccen 





‘ 


nobodies, most 
to the jelly-fich tribe, have enemies. 


a quarrelsome civilization? 


never exercised. 


upon the sensible mind. Why does not some 
competent person, with a long and varied ex- 
perience of enemies, come forward and give us 


the benefit of his knowledge of the subject? 


No sensible, thinking person, whether male or 
female, young or old, should make an enemy of 
a butcher boy. A butcher boy is the most in- 
ventive and resourceful of boys. He is always 
cheerful and always cheeky. He can whistle 
in such a way as to be heard for many shops, 
and his vindictive and contemptuous ** Yah!” 
is more penetrating than the voice of the file. 
He is also an adept at bespattering with mud 
those who have offended him. He can drive 
his cartful of legs of mutton, and sirloins 
of beef within an inch of the kerb, so as 
t> cover his enemy with liquid street, 
and yet look all the while like an unconscious 
cherub in a blue blouse. He is terribly unfor- 
giving, too, and is apt to wreak his vengeance 
with tough steaks and chops which he leaves so 
innocently at your door. Therefore, in choosing 
your enemies avoid selecting your butcher boy. 
But do not, on the other hand, fly into the 
opposite extreme, and make choice of your 
next door elderly vegetarian as your sworn 
and most particular foe. A vegetarian of 
mature age has often a biting tongue, possibly 
because he has so little to bite with his teeth 
Although he eats no meat, yet he does not 
always lay in a great store of milk of human 
kindness, and he can frequently be very 
sarcastic as he sits greedily over the disguised 
cabbages and dissembling potatoes that form 
his daily meal. When a vegetarian ‘turns 
nasty” his rancor is apt to partake of the 
nature of the green and guileful crab. He is 
as hard to put up with as an early pea, his in- 
sults are as difficult to swallow as an ill-cooked 
turnip. The penetrating onion is not a greater 
adept at drawing tears from the eyes than he, 
and even a too previously plucked tomato can 
not vie with him in acidity. Keep him your 
friend. A very youthful child of venomous 
temperament and observant eye is a foe calcul- 
ated to appa'l the stoutest heart. The poet 
Wordsworth remarks somewhere that children 
come from heaven “ trailing clouds of glory.” 
This may be solemn truth or merely poetic 
license, but certain it is that they possess an 
unequalled power of enveloping those whom 
they do not love in trailing clouds of shame. 
An infant of four can make an archbishop 
regret his birth, or put a pope toconfusion. A 
toddler in rose-colored ribbons, decked out in 
the voluminous sausage curls, that so majesti- 
cally adorn the small, round head of infantine 
innocence, can, with a word, dye the furrowed 
cheek of the hero of a hundred fights with 
burning scarlet, or fijl the kindly heart of the 
famous philanthropist with a Herod-like lust 
for numerous murder. A babe has you at a 
disadvantage, for your smartest retort falls 
upon a pink ear deafer than the average adder, 
and your rapier-sharp repartee glances from 
the muslin-clad hide of nurse’s darling, or 
mother’s “‘ tooty wooty,” without inflicting the 
smallest puncture. Whatever indiscreet thing 
you may do during the voyage of life, never be 
eo mad as to rouse the animosity of ‘‘sweet, 
sinless childhood.” Fly in the face of prime 
ministers, ride roughshod over the tenderest 
susceptibilities of councillors, defy Mrs. 
Grundy, try to get the last word with a talka- 
tive shrew, do what wild things you list, but 
as you value your peace of mind always defer 
to children under the age of eight. Be kind to 
them. Offer them the frequent sugar plum 
and you will have your reward. There are, of 
course, a large number of worthy persons with 
whom it is of the utmost importance to keep 


Tar Toronto Saturpay Nicut 
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SATURDAY NIGHT is a twelve-page, handsomely illus- 
teated paper, published weekly and devoted to ite readers. 








tric writer has 
recently stated, in a 
certain eccentric 
book,-that one cannot 
be too careful ‘in 


who are not colorless 
women who are not akin 
How 
many of them have been at the pains to make 
a really careful selection of these necessities of 
A little more 
thought, a little more care, might make one’s 
enemies a positive pleasure instead of a nu's- 
ance ; but that thought and care are seldom or 
If they were, we should not 
witness perpetually mistakes such as really jar 
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doctor likes to amuse the curious constitution 
and many others. 


sunshine of an otherwise joyous life. 


revenge in the hollow of your tooth. Avoid 
if possible, falling out 


; case may be) blossom into the full flower o 


long been buried in a kind oblivion. 


bailiffs in a manner as unexpected as it is dis 


r 
reminiscence. 


friends, 





The Drama. 


choosing one’s ene- 
} ,» mies; but there is comings and go 
te . ¥> undoubtedly a modi- ings of one resus- 
fy’ =~ cum of truth in the citated statue are 
“oe _. e® remark. Most men hardly enough to 


furnish entertain- 
ment fora whole 
evening, and 
Paulton’s comedy 
Niobe, is some- 
what attenuated. The story is of a statue of 
Niobe, about three thousand years old, which 
has been transported from Thebes to New 
York, and into the house of an_ insur- 
ance broker. This statue happens to be the 
legendary remains of the Niobe whom some of 
those classic fellows ina fit of humorous rage 
turned to stone. By the agency of some elec- 
tric wires this statue comes to life and proceeds 
to make a mess of things after the manner of 
Gilbert’s Galatea. But in the end, everything 
is set right and Niobe’s affections, being some- 
what more malleable than Galatea’s, her return 
to a geological state is not necessitated. The 
artist who owns the statue takes her off 
the hands of the family she has done her 
best to break up. The members of the 
cast who contribute to the merriment, are 
the unfortunate and intensely commercial 
insurance broker, his selfish brother-in-law, 
and a sister-in-law, in years over-ripe, who 
boas‘s an under-ripe temp2r. Niobe and 
the three last named have the stage to 
themselves most of the time. The situa- 
tions are, though humorous, much too few, 
and though the dialogue is witty there is 
too much of it. Anstey, who wrote A Tinted 
Venus, was wise when he condensed his sta‘ue- 
play into one act. Niobe is funny enough, but 
does not do much to allay one’s hunger for 
amusement. The company which presented the 
play is a good one. Miss Isabella Coe as Niobe 
is fairly acceptable, though she has but little 
magnetism. Mr. George R. Edeson as Peter 
Amos Dunn, the insurance broker, is an excel- 
lent comedian, and to him a very large share 
of the audience’s enjoyment is due. Mr. Charles 
Coote as Corney Griffin, the over-amorous 
brother-in-law, was also amusing, and Miss 
Margaret Fitzpatrick as the sour old Helen 
Griffia was in fine form, The other members 
of the cast were both comely and excellent, and 
one regrets that they had not more todo. The 
why and wherefore of many of their parts was 
quite unknown to the audience. Niobe has 
been filling the Academy this week. 


A significant fact about Kate Castleton’s 
Dazzler at the Grand this week, has been that 
the front row has always been sold off first. 
Another significant fact is that the company 
has been hanging out paper and photographs 
which display the company en dishabille. Miss 
Castleton—-or whichever of her half-score of 
names by which the reader chooses to call 
her—in this picture, is as star of the com- 
pany most completely disrobed. In Miss 
Castleton’s perennial visits to Toronto, 
SATURDAY NIGHT has always tried to im- 
press upon its readers the disgracefulness 
of the means both on and off the stage by which 
Miss Castleton has gained her fame. It is 
again repeated : Kate Castleton is not a woman 
men take their daughters to see. Aside from 
the general objectionableness of presenting 
variety shows at gocd houses, Miss Castleton 
is the only objectionable feature of The Dazzler. 
Messrs. Ost, Miller and McIlwaine are good in 
kind, the latter of whom does the remarkable 
feat of turning a somersault with his overcoat 
on. TOUCHSTONE, 








DRAMATIC NOTES. 

The great New York comic opera success, 
The Tar and Tartar, will be seen at the Academy 
of Music next week with its original Askin & 
Rork Opera Company, that made the pheno- 
menal run of two hundred performances at 
Palmer’s Broadway Theater last summer, and 
includes Digby Bell, Marion Manola, ra 
Joyce Bell, Hubert Wilke, Fred Freas, Chas. 
Wayne, Josie Knapp, Hilda Hollins, Maud 
Hollins and a chorus of sixty people. When 
The Tar and Tartar opens, the people of this 
city will have the first opportunity of hearing 
this famous medley Transcription of National 
Airs, which has made such a pronounced 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. | 
appearance. If this practice is indulged in tco 
often, however, the delicate membrane will 
The eyebrows should be 
Brillian- 
tine rubbed into them wonderfully improves 
The actor’s 
pencil has almost dropped out of use now that 
this simple and undetectable means of gaining 
the same end bas been found. The inexpensive 


and harmless beet is often used to give the 
Cut a beet in thick 


friendly for various reasons. Such are your | sensation wherever heard that all the farce 
Indian uncles—the genus Nabob—your dentist, | comedy companies in the country have at- 
the chemist who supplies your household with | tempted to steal it. The original song entitled 
those gentle medicines with which the local | In the Morning, which has also been widely 


No man or woman who has | second act. 
once had a reluctant and remote double tooth 
drawn by a hostile dentist, will ever forget it. 
It remains eternally in the mind, a ghastly | Grand Opera House on next Monday night, is 
memory that passeth not away, a haunting | by Planquette, and its music is spoken of as 
nightmare, a shadow dimming the - ge being in his happiest vein, bright and sparkling 

n- 
ciliate the man of pincers, for he holds his | to classic composition. 


with those who | gorgeous design, and in keeping with the ac- 
have had the misfortune of knowing you | tion of the play, which is laid out at Dijon, 
in youth, and who have watched the | France, in the seventeenth century. In this 
bud of your maidenhood or boyhood (as the | opera Miss Huntington sustains a trial role, 


maturity. They are so copious of allusions, 
and those whocan make allusions are deadly | seen Miss Huntington only in the male char- 
as snakes in the grass. If you offend them in | acter of Paul Jones, will have an opportunity of 
any way they bring up little trifles that have contrasting her merits and judging of her 
They ask 
innocently if you recollect unpleasant days, or 
they connect your name with brokera and portrayal of male characters is a guarantee 


tressing. Old friends are the most dangerous | acceptably sustained. F.C, Burnard, editor of 
enemies, because they can select their weapons | | ondon Punch, and Gilbert a’ Becket, an Eng- 
of offence from such a bristling armory of 
In choosing enemies, therefore, 
never select those who have once been your 


HE idea of a sta- 
tue which by | will support Miss Huntington. 
magic comes to | the new opera are thought to be the Pension- 
life is not a new | aire song, Sweet Therese, Song of the Butterfly 
one, but it is one | with dance, In Days Sweet and Olden and The 
that seems to be | Gypsy. 

pleasing to the- 
ater - goers, per- 
haps because this 
piece of stage 
magic has psually | hanging on the wall, and as soon as Iago be- 
been handled by | ging to play upon his jealousy, he draws his 
a number of good 
workmen. The*| theatrical trick suggests the character of the 


intensified by wetting the lips with perfume 
and allowing it to dry, afterwards touching 
them with cold cream to give asoft and smooth 


ee 
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become hard and dry. 
trained, and this itself is a small art. 
, | copied, will also be sung by Digby Bell in the 


their growth and app2arance. 


Captain Therese, Agnes Huntington’s latest 
operatic venture, which will be given at the 


cheeks a natural color. 


+ | stage effects are of the most elaborate and 
not be detected. ° 


hardt’s latest talk about ‘her art: 


f | that of the daughter ofa marquis and a dashing 


French captain of hussars. Those who have | pursue a direct line ; 


have a firmness of character. 

be drawn to this side or to that. 
obstacles. 
abilities in the role of a French lady in high 


life, while her accredited excellence in the 
pect to overcome them. 


- | that the role of the French officer will be most | system and purpose in your study. 
your artand the play itself. 


lish humorist of note, are the joint authors of | interest interfere. Be prompt at rehearsals, 


the libretto of the new opera, and what is lack- 
ing in spontaneous American humor is said to 
have been supplied by Louis Harrison, of Pearl 
of Pekin fame. Max Freeman staged the pro- 
duction, for which much is promised, with a 
strong cast culled from the favorites of the 
Paul Jones company. A chorus of sixty voices 
The gems of 


close observation and thorough attention, 
It is best personally to superintend the 
whole of the piece. Then the perfection of 
the parts is more certain. It has been said of 
me that I keep my audiences waiting unneces- 
savily. It cannot be laid to my door that my 
rehearsals are kept waiting, put off or delayed 
but in rare instances of indisposition. An art- 
iste must work if she loves her art. She must 
work. She is not only willing, but she cannot 
help it ; she is impelled to it. She must, too, 
be an inspiration to those dependant upon her. 
She must vitalize the play throughout. She 
must lead, direct, suggest, guide—in a word, 
she must be the magnet around which the en- 
tire company draws. Her own study is never 
finished. There will be always something to 
learn ; she is forever absorbing from new sources 
of information, from life which is always new. 
She is constantly developing new presentations 
of old ideas, and breaking from old lines. Let 
her go among the poor, among the suffering, 
into the hospitals; let her travel, observe and 
think. She must know something of every 


s‘de of life, of all conditions of men ; something 
ofevery motive which actuates humanity in its 
various manifestations. Let her be able to 
judge for herself ; conceive her own ideas and 
she will be the better able to satisfy the play- 
= bt and the play-goer, the author and the 
publi>. 


One of the new “‘ bits of business ” introduced 
into Othello by Wilson Barrett is eminently 
characteristic of that sensational and insincere 
performer. He has a portrait of Dasdemona 


scimitar and cuts the picture down. If this 
whole performance, then indeed is Wilson 
Barrett a mere mummer. 


Sir Elwin Arnold in his Light of Asia tells 
us how the young Prince Siddartha was kept 
till manhood in ignorance of the fact that there 
were miseries in this world. Adelina Patti 
lives her life much on the sane plan. Every- 
thing disagreeable or troublesome is kept from 
her. Nicolini opens her mail and destroys 
every letter that is not an invitation or a com- 
pliment. She never sees a beggar, an invalid, 
a corpse, a case of suffering, an irate trades- 
man, or a despondent singe. or actor. She 
knows there isa dark side of life, but regards 
it in the same category as contagious diseases 
—to be quarantined. “The strain on the 
emotions can do no good to the cause, and only 
ages the looker-on,” she says. 


Some of the announced theatrical projects 
are novel. Franklin H. Sargent, director of a 
dramatic school connected with the Lyceum, is 
ambitious often with projects of stage eieva- 
tion. His newest scheme contemplates the 
performance, in some Broadway theater, and 
presumably at matinees, of one-act plays by a 
number of eminent novelists, who are novices 
as playwrights, but would like to test their 
dramatic work through the medium of good 
actors before congenial audiences. Mr. Sar- 
gent says that Howells, Cable and Stockton are 
writing pieces to be thus performed, and it is 
certain that many conferences have been held, 
but not that anything will come ofthem. An- 
other promise is of a female Iago. Next week 
Marie Prescott and Robert D. MacLean will go 
to the Union Sjuare for three weeks of Shake - 
spearean plays, and Miss Prescott will essay 
Iago to the Othello of MacLean. She was last 
seen in the role on a Bowery stage, but since 
then MacLean has inherited a fortune, and he 
and Miss Prescott are to make a more preten- 
tious appeal for New York recognition. 


Women rarely make good comedians, Their 
bent runs to pathos and the fierce emotions. 
For one imitator of Dejazet, the French stage 
has produced a score of gifted creatures who 
have emulated Croizette and Bernhardt. We 
have a Mary Anderson and a Clara Morris, and 
we had a Charlotte Cushman; but where is 
our light comedienne? Lotta can make us 
laugh ; but, after all, her art is a little boister- 
ous, and depends much on the kicking up of 
her heels. Ada Rehan is admirable in high 
comedy, like Mrs. Kendal; but, as was said 
of Mrs. Bracegirdle, ‘‘ genteel comedy is their 
chief essay,” though they do not, like that 
“Diana of the stage,” prefer to act in men's 
clothes, in which ccstume “‘her gait was free, 
man-like and moiest.” Perhaps the fact may 
be due to the imperfect development of the 
risible instinct in women. Any man who has 
been privileged to attend one of those Eleusin- 
ian mysteries known as five-o’clock teas, has 
observed what curious causes provoke laughter 
among ladies; how they laugh at nothing, and 
remain gravein the presence of jests which 
might have made old Nestor hold his sides. So 
at a theater, the female portion of the audience 
giggle when there is no excuse for merriment, 
and sometimes allow the best jokes to pass 
without asmile. This imperfect appreciation 
of humor is probably one reason why there are 
so few really good light comediennes on the 
stage. P 

Here are a few pointers about making up : 
The great beauties of bygone ages owed a great 
deal of their triumph to the secrets of the 













































































A Tete-a-Tete. 
AN ADVENTURESS. A VILLAIN, 
Scene—The Sixth Chapter of a Novel. 


The Adventuress— Well, we meet rather 
earlier in this novel than we usually do. 

The Villain—Yes, the runaway horse was 
caught so soon by that prig of a hero that he 
only got as far as the fourth chapter, the 
heroine’s nerves were calmed in the fifth, and, 
therefore, it was a matter of necessity that 
they should bring us in fm the sixth, in order to 
keep up the interest in the book. 

The Adventuress—Oh, that was it, was it? 
Well, I suppose that Ihave got to scheme to 
marry the hero longer than usual this time. 
Be careful not to upset that cup of poison. 
I’ve got tocommit suicide with it in the last 
chapter. ‘ 

The Villain—I thought you always com- 
mitted suicide in the next to the last chapter? 

The Adventuress—I usually do, but the 
author is determined to be original in this 
book. By the way, are you going to Monte 
Carlo this time? 

The Villain—I don’t know. It depends on 
whether the hero is to be wrecked in the Medi- 
terranean, or off the coast of Africa. I do hope 
it’s not the latter, for [ detest leading those 
rebellious Zulu chiefs. I'd much prefer a duel. 
although to be sure the last time we fought 
one he shot me through the heart and killed me 
instantly. 

The Adventuress—Oh, I remember—I stole 
the compromising papers out of your pocket 
before t 2 buried you, and kept them worry- 
ing a couple of chapters more. 

he Villain—Good for you. 
what have you in that cabinet ? 

The Adventure3s—Oh, those are my wiles. I 
have to keep them labelled and arranged 
alphabetically, or I should never be able to 
keep track of them. 

The Villain—I have to be almost as careful 
of my crimes, In fact, for a long time, when 
they began making a minister of me in almost 
every novel that was published, I had to put 
them in the safe deposit vaults, or I would 
have lost them. It was awful. Then I had to 
preach every Sunday, and at the end of the 
book had to confess, usually when I was dying 
from consumption. By the way, I acquired a 
guilty conscience then. 

The Adventuress—-Do you still keep it ? 

The Villain—Oh, yes. The contingency may 
arise when it would be usefu!.— Life, 


- 


A Home Wedding 


‘*Tt’s just a year ago to-day,” said she who 
told the story. ‘We had been schoolmates, 
and she asked me tocom:3 on an early train 
and help her and her mother through the day. 
It was nine in the morning when I stepped 
under the thick woodbine that grew about the 
door of that angular little house on the edge of 
a New England village. She hada broad hat 
on and she said, ‘ Come.’ 

** We went ont into the pasture land beyond 
the village, and we filled our arms with golden 
rod and cardinal flowers. Then we walked 
back to the house, and her mother fetched jars 
and big bowls, and we put our flowers about 
the rooms. 

‘* He came by the noon train and she went to 
the gate in her? print dress and her hroad hat 
to meet him. e had a little dinner together, 
her mother, he, she, and I. 

“Then she went to dress and came down- 
stairs again in ha!f an hour ina simple little 
white gown. It- was two o'clock when the 
neighbors began to arrive. She went to the 
door to meet them herself, and she took the 
minister's hat and showed the minister's wife 
where to put her things. 


By the way, 





full ‘* Then by and by the minister said, ‘ Are you 
toilet, butso carefully werethe methods guarded ready?’ And she said, ' Yes,’ And a 
that to-day they are lost arts. The appearance | two stood before the minister. and she put one 
of the neck and arms is much better when in | hand behind her and one into the hand of her 


mother, who sat on the sofa. And when the 
minister began ‘ Will you-—’ she said, ‘I will’ 
before be got half through. 

** After that she put on a white apron and 
saw that we all had cake and icecream. Then 
when it was time for her to go away she 
changed her dress again and we all walked to 
the railway station to see her started. When 
the train came up she turned to me: ‘Stay 
with mother till to-morrow. I'll get a letter to 
her by that time. She'll be lonely this even. 
ing.’"—Detroit Free Press, 


evening dress, if they have been sponged with 
perfumed tepid water, thoroughly dried and 
then bathed with equal parts of glycerine and 
rose water. Whilethis is still damp a thick 
coating of powder should be applied and left 
on until the next minute. Rub this in gently, 
but thoroughly, and the skin will assume a 
smeoth whiteness of exquisite loveliness. At 
the same time all traves of powder willhave dis. 
appeared. There is nothing more unbecoming 
than pale lips, but these may easily be changed 
in a quarterofanhour. The scarlet tint can be 





On a Cold Day. 

He—There ‘s a good deal to be said in favor 
of cremation. 

She (shivering)— Yes, indeed, 


It’s so clean, 
and nice and—warm ! 


th ut. with here and there an approach | Slices and let it drain itself ofits juice. Apply 
oo The Sei and | this liquid with # camel's hair brush, and then 
tone it down with a coating of powder. If this 


treatment is successfully accomplished it can- 


The following is a slice from Sara Bern- 
* Young 
artistes must remember, too, that they must 
that it is necessary to 
They must not 

There will be 
They will confront you from the 
start. They will be always there, invariably, 
and by firmness of character alone can you ex- 
Acquire a habit of 
Learn 
early the value of promptitude in what concerns 
Let no outside 


First, last, and always my rehearsals receive 





For Saturday Night. . 
They're laughing in the fire to-day, 
Those eyes of long ago ; 
Their light was as the sun’s sof} ray 
That glistens on the snow. 


Ah ! once for me they held all light 
And left a world of gray, 

When in their skyey depths and bright 
The love fiames ceased to play. 


And though for me shine eyes as dear, 
Sweet maiden love dota glow, 

I’ni ead amid the Ohristmas cheer 
For eyes of long ago. 


H. W. C. 


Morning Glories. 


For Saturday Night. 
An hour ago and you were not here, 
Now over the lattice ye peep and peer, 
And gaze with wide-eyed wondering eyes 
Shyly around in sweet surprise. 
Ye are not trumpets! ye are not bells! 
Where got ye the lustre of rare sea shells, 
Tints of flame like the morning skies, 
Throats of pearl and sapphire eyes? 
Ye are greetings wafted from Eden’s bowers, 
Ethereal glories! ye are not flowers | 
Scarce do ye tarry to find a name 
Ere ye return from whence ye came, 
Like new dorn babe that smiles and dies 
And hastens back to Paradise. 

IsapBiLa ALLIN WaRw cK. 


Then and Now. 


For Saturday Night. 
Hidden from all faithless mortals 
Was thy Saviour’s heavenly crown, 
But as angels drew night’s curtain, 
Gleamed its brightest jawel down. 


Heaven to earth is joined by heart strings, 
And each happy Christmas-tide 

Angel hands awake thy echoes 
That witbin each soul abide. 


Sing the words inspired divinely, 
Peace to all this one glad morn, 
And good will ’mongst men proclaiming, 
That a King to them is born. 
Eprrn A. Burese. 


Christmas Memories. 


For Saturday Night. 

In the west there gleameth a silver star, 
On the earth lies the soft moonlight ; 

The chime of the bells ringeth near and far 
And the world is gay to-night. 

The lights gleam brightly across the snow, 

Within, the yvle logs cheerily glow, 

Merry voices and laughter low, 
Come to my ears to-night. 


And I sit alone by the warm firelight 
With a memory sad and sweet, 

In my ears there soundeth a childish voice 
And the patter of little feet. 

And the firelight shadows come and go, 

But a golden head lies beneath the snow, 

And the cypress is twined with the mistletoe, 
And bushed is the laughter sweet. 


In the weat the star gleams softly bright 

And the moonlight lies on the snow. 
But ab! how I long for one glimpse to-night 

Of my treasure that sleepeth low, 
"Neath the glistening earth, ‘neath the starry skies, 
With folded hands and with closed blue eyes, 
Silent for aye—till the great sunrise— 

Under the holly and snow. 

Magion Lisus. 


He Loved an Editress 





’Tis hard enough, in any case, to win a woman's Yes, 
But pity me, O gods and men ! I loved an editress ; 
With fervor I implored her to accept my heart and hand, 
With gentle care, she answered me, in accents soft and 
bland : 
We must regret we cannot use 
The articles you offsr. This rejection 
Implies upon their merit no refleotion 
For, while they do not meet our views, 
We often must reject what others use. 
Your style may not be ours, you understand, 
Or we have similar articles on hand; ~ 
There may be many reasons undetailable, 
But at this time the articles are not availabie.” 
J. Epuunp V. Cooxa. 


Smithy Song. 
When I am half a-dreaming, 
whee cata ge se 
en ht’s est gleaming 
‘Ging th b the blinds t& peep, 
Oh | then I hear the dinging 
Of the smithy hammers ringing, 


Ching ching, ching ching. 
Ching ching, ching ching. 


At eve when I’m returning 
From lab ors of tne day, 
Their f yet are burping, 
And still their hammers p lay ; 
And oft the emiths are on 


Often with rhythmic bend 
Of bodive $0 and tro. ™" 
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I know the lady-Indian ate her fat pork with 
her fingers, much to my astonishment, and 
‘presently she and her brave companion pigeon- 






































Between You and Me. 
—____, HOSE horrid 


red diphthe- | toed across the flelds again, leaving me wholly 
ria cards are | delighted, with a wee straw basket and a 
staring us in | memory that has never lost its distinctnese. 
the face in ° 

every street This year the snow will probably be there, 
lately, and and the trim swept path and the hospirable 


hall door, but the little red-faced girl will be as 
far from it all as if she were at the North Pole, 
and the Indians, let us hope, will say softly, 
“ Kismuss, Kismuss,” in the very glory of the 
Christ-child’s‘own snile. Dear paper friends, 
who send me gentle messages and fragrant 
flowers and sweet encouragement from week 
to week, till Ihave learned to look far ahead to 
the day when I hope to know you, accept all 
good Christmas wishes and New Year's bless- 
ings and hearty good-will from 


reconciling 
us to a taste 
of cold wea- 
ther. It is 
rather terri- 
fying to look 
out some 


morning and see just across the road that short 
announcement, ‘Diphtheria here.” Mothers 
feel a throb of terror and sympathy, and fathers 
scold at the city water, or the milk, or whatever 
comes first to their mind, and Lady Gay notices 
some little things that she is going to tell right 
here. In the first place, she knows of a house 
where a very bad case of scarlet fever was con- 
valescing, and where the patient was read to 
by an unwearying nurae from books furnished 
from the Public Library. And she knows an- 
other house where a diphtheria patient died, 
and where a woman came in to clean, and 
wash. and burn, and shake, and geuerally dis 

turb things, and on her way home called at one 
of the city charities to see her little child. And, 
again, she knows of children being allowed to 
go to a party who were still marked, rough, and 
almost unhealed, froma rather bad attack of 
chicken pox, and she has sighed over these 
reckless and wicked lapses and felt sorry for 
the h’alth officer who has to work against such 
odds and opposition from high and low. 

* 





Lavy Gay. 


Noted People. 


Miss Emily Healey of Boston is now in Edin- 
burgh, where she intends passing the winter. 
She will remain in Europe another year. 


Mrs. Hodgson Burnett, who isin mourning 
for the death of her young son, is to be seen 
occasionally at the picture-galleries and in the 
salons of London where artists most do con- 
gregate. 








“We didn’t think,” each would have said, 
and of all aggravating excuses surely that is 
the worst. Who knows which of those lib- 
rary books went back carrying between its 
covers the death germ of some innocent little 
life, or the disfiguring or disabling of some per- 
fect young man or womanhood, and Lady Gay 
knows from personal experience the anxiety 
that hangs over a charity in times of epidemic, 
where one looks fearfully each day at the rows 
of helpless little creatures, who are each other's 
worst enemies in the troublous times of infec- 
tion and contagion, listens for the hoarseness, 
thinks one sees the flush, watches the little 
dinner plates for signs of flagging appetites 
and marks the little footsteps for sound of lan- 
guor or lagging. And one can feel for the 
mother hostess when those unwelcomie little 
guests got loose from their mountains of wraps, 
and began with unrestricted delight, after long 
seclusion, to romp with the untainted, soft- 
skinned wee’uns of their neighbors. She felt 
like a criminal, and had a good cry, of appre- 
hension which happily came to nothing, but 


more from good fortune than deserts. 
e 


‘‘What is the use of wasting time in learn- 
ing foreign languages, when one can acquire 
kaowiedge much more useful and lucrative?’ 
writes a correspondent this week, and demands 
an answer to this and various other captious 
remarks, When a parson asks you such a 
question as that, the answer comes with it ; so 
faras they are concerned, no us3atall. But 
there are people, and people, in this world of 
ours, and to many a onea dozen reasons sug- 
gest themselves as to what is the use of learn- 
ing to speak any tongue but the patois, mon- 
grellingo which we dignify by the name of 
English, This is our own dear native tongue, 
and we have grown used to it, and until we 
take time to examine it and criticize it, it 
seems to us the most sensible and complete in 
the talking world. It used to be a very stately 
and dignified language if folks took time to 
minage it, to arrange itand to enunciate it, 
but now, we are nine-tenths of us too hurried 
to do aught but murder it offhand, 

For instance, my correspondent, who writes 
a most earnest, if somewhat cranky, letter, 
says :—‘* I never got tafen with French, and 
German, either.” Now, don’t you think he 
might have safely waded into a deeper sea and 
fiaished up with, *‘ nor likewise English.” I 
haven’t tims, nor you haven’t time, to polish 
our sentences till they shine, pure and Saxon, 
and full of grace and beauty and dignity. We 
are not Poets Laureate, nor even professors, but 
we might sometimes save our ideas from the 
uncouth clothes we condemn them to stagger 
about in. Weare so dependent upon our lan- 
guage—not a gesture, not a shrug, not a nod, 
or a head-toss helps our well-bred English 
conversation, ‘“ Oh, so strange to sit alway 
and chat like this!” cries my pretty 
little French friend, folding her flying wings 
ot fingersin her lap, squaring her shoulders, 
and setting her head firmly back. ‘‘I know not 
how you talk so!” Anyone who has suffered 
from well-bred English conversationalists, 
until their very bones have ached under the 
Strain, will agree with my piquante madame, 

* 


What fun it is to hear the torrent of tumb- 
ling words, as the Frenchman relieves his 
mind of a real or fancied grievance. What 
sweet musicis the trembling ripple of grati- 
tude that slipsso gracefully from the eager 


An American lady, popular in Boston society, 
has met with a serious accident in Scotland. 
She was driving, when the horse took fright at 
a passing engine. The vehicle was overturned 
and Miss Beal thrown out, the horse falling on 


ey 
* 
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lips of the being you have befriended. What 
scathing, stinging scorn drops in bitter syl- 
lables, slow, distinct and crushing from the 
Gaul who is outraged, flouted or injured. The 
English language when pure, is strong and 
Sweet, grave and gentle, but it lacks the fire, 
the light, the impulse, the happiness, and the 
insouciance of the tripping talk which belongs 


“ Tother side o’ Channel.” 
a 


Christmas is coming! A faraway memory 
Cones to me as I write, of along past Christmas 
inasnall and stay-behind town in the west. 
A wide, low cottage with a quaint little 
Veranda, a trim swept walk, deep drifts of 
Snow such as we never have nowadays, and in 
the open hal} doorway a father, a mother, a 
little red-faced girl, watching a couple of In- 
dians pigeon-toeing through the snowdrifts, 
padding along the swept path, (into which the 
sly wind is softly sifting snow fiurries) and 
Piusing expectantly, crying in their pretty 
broken English ‘“Kissmuss! Kissmuss!” 
Without ceremony they pad softly into the 
hallway and out to the wide kitchen, where 
they have “‘Kisemuss” of fat pork and tea, and 
are oblivious to the sniffs of Bridget, I don't 
Temember who they were or why they came, but 





her and injuring her face badly. 

The Queen is to leave Windsor Castle for 
Osborne on Tuesday, December 22, and her 
Majesty's family party during the Christmas 
holidays will include the Duke and Duchess 
of Connaught, the Duchess of Albany, Princess 
Louise and Lord Lorne, and Prince and Prin- 
cess Henry of Battenberg. 

It is estimated that there are at the present 
time in the United States about three hundred 
and fifty electric railways in operation or under 
construction, emp'oying 6,500 cars, and having 
a combined length of 3,000 miles, All improve- 
ments point to the use of motors of single 
gear. J.ong, capacious cars will be adopted on 
all important roads, and small and wasteful 
engines are doomed to displacement. 


Very young ladies just out in society in the 
American cities, are spoken of as ‘ buds,” 
There is to be a patriarchs’ ball at Delmonico’s 
on Dec. 19, when a bouquet of these beantiful 
buds will be present from Boston, New York, 
Philadelphia and Baltimore. Miss Bonaparte, 
daughter of Colonel and Mrs Jerome Bona- 
parte, will make her debut on this occasion, 
The young lady is adorably pretty, and will be 
very rich one of these days. 


King Oscar of Sweden is reputed to be the 
most accomplished royal personage in Europe. 
He is a playwright as well as a poet, and in 
a#idition to a profound knowledge of astronomy, 
he is well versed in general science. Like 
many other European sovereigns. he has a 
pronounced taste for music, and is a very skil- 
ful performer on the organ. In physical stature 
he is a giant, surpassing even the Czar in 
height. 


Nowhere else but in America would ‘the ro- 
mantic attachment between an heiress of the 
Vanderbilt millions and an unknown young 
hospital physician (which began in unromantic 
hospital wards) have been allowed to culminate 
in the subsequent marriage of Dr. William 
Seward Webb, of sterling old Connecticut 
stock, and Lelia Vanderbilt, the possessor of 
twelve million dollars in her own right, The 
marriage has bzen a happy one, and the doctor 
has renounced Aisculapius for the more lucra- 
tive profession of railroading, in which he has 
attained distinguished success. 


One of the surviving officers of Kane’s pioneer 
arctic expediton, Captain J. Wall Wilson, has 
long been a resident of New York. Heisa 
lively and well preserved old gentleman, with a 
fund of anecdotes relating to the days when he 
ate boiled shoes and blubber by the light of the 
aurora borealis. He lost one toe by freezing, 
and had an attack of scurvy asa result of the 


Credenda. 


Do I believe in Santa Olaus’ 

Of course I do, my child, because 
I know the dear old fellow well. 
Rest but a moment and I'll tell 
Why I believe in Santa Claus! 


He comes at dead of night, you know, 
As good deeds are not done for show. 
He comes with sound of merry bell, 
Sa,cheerful must we work as well. 

He comes with bounding reindeer fleet, 
So good deeds quickly done are sweet, 


He comes o’er roof and gable steep 
That hard ways may not make us weep, 
Through grimy chimueys makes his road 
That lowly paths be humbly trod. 
Ah, yes, I know it well, because 
I do believe in Santa Claus! 





privations of the undertaking, but otherwise 
he returned unscathed. Captain Wilson says 
that so far as he can learn, there is only one 
other of the officers who acco npanied the ex- 
pedition, now alive. 


The law-suit directed by the Duc de Vallom- 
brosa against his son,the Marquis de Mores, 
with the object of obtaining the formation of a 
council to administrate his son’s fortune, has 
just been made public. All the members of 
the family, with the exception of the late Duc 
des Cars, approve the father's demands. The 
Marquis de Moves marcied an American, Miss 
von Hoffmann, and was much spoken of in the 
American journals, a few years ago, in connec- 
tion with the assassination of a cowboy, which 
took place on his ranch in the west. 


No American woman has made such a stir 
and sensation in London for a iong time as 
Mrs. Abbott, the Georgia Magnet, who is now 
illustrating her powers or accomplishments at 
the Alhambra, There are quite a dozen girls 
and women in the United States who perform 
in public precisely the same experiments in 
dynamics, or electricity, or magnetism, or 
whatever the force may be called. In fact, the 
entertaiament there is somewhat ylayed out, 
and the professors usually confine their repre- 
sentations to what are called Bowery dime 
museums, where the admission is ten cents, 
and which are patronized by the humbler 
classes, 


Me 


Holiday Calendars. 


8S the holidays approach, many 
and novel are the calendars 
seen in the shop windows, 
tempting people to buy. 

Many there are who must 
fashion with their own hands 
the pretty souvenirs sent by 
them to loving friends as holi- 
day gifts. One of the most artistic and original 
of calendars was designed by a New York 
artist, and is made of parchment paper nine 

and a half inches in width. 

The decorations are most unique and Orien- 
tal, and are done in sepia. 

The leaves are tied together with the softest 
crepe-looking ribbon of a yellow shade. The 
ribbon is also run in and out at the bottom and 
tied in bows at the corners, 

On the cover appears a quaint-looking scroll 
with A. D. 1892 in it. Each page has fancy 
scrolls, together with other novel designs. The 
holes for the ribbon to be run through are not 
punched as ordinary ones are, but are burned 
out with acid. 

Another novel and attractive calendar is 
divided into the four seasons 

Spring is represented by acunning child with 
an umbrella over his head to protect him from 
the spring showefs, Flowers are growing all 
around him and he looks the personification of 








Lapy Gay. 


happiness and contentment, 

Summer showsanother child, bare-footed and 
bare-armed, fanning himself and enjoying the 
summer fruits and flowers. Next comes fall, 
with its autumn leaves and berries, and a child 
playing happily among the rustling leaves. 
Winter is represented by a bright-faced child 
bundled up to its chin with furs and robes and 
the snow coming down fast. Anyone with 
bright ideas can vary this and make a variety 
of calendars from this novel and picturesque 
design. 

The one described is done on white Bristol 
board, but parchment paper or water color 
paper can be used equally well. 

A very simple and attractive calendar is 
made of water color paper and has twelve 
pages, one for each month, all fastened to- 
gether at the top witha silk cord so that as 
the months slip by they can be slipped over the 
top at the back. The designs seen on this are 
grasses, berries and sprays of flowers suited to 
the month. 

Appropriate quotations are also found on 
each page, which are given below : 

* January, icy cold, 

Leaves a mantie soft and white.” 

* Febru wy, sharp and bold, 

Onward takes his busy flight.” 

* Maroh’s chilly breeze blow, 

Still they’re tcuched by winter's hand.” 
* April melts the frozen snow, 

April sunshine floods the land “ 


** May awakes the sleeping fi »wers, 
Reigns a sweet and happy queen, 
“With her coaxing sun and showers, 
Robes the trees in tender green.” 


** June is bright with roses gay, 
Harebelis bloom around her feet.” 


“ Hot July rakes new mown hay 
From the meadows, fresh and sweet.” 
** August's pleasant, quiet reign 

Bids the meadow lilies come.” 

* And September's golden grain 
Makes a welcome harvest home.” 


“ Glad Ootober’s shining sun 
Painte the leaves in richest dyes.” 


** And November, dreary one, 
Shoots his arrows as he flies.” 


** Cold December's latest breath 
Makes the woods and meadows drear, 
And his eyelids close in death 

As he ends the happy year.” 

A very simple and effective calendar is of 
parchment paper, ten inches by seven. In the 
left hand lower corner is the small calendar 
pad that can be obtained very easily at any in- 
surance office. 

A graceful spray of wild roses is painted on 
one side, At the top appears the quotation, 
** Leaf by leaf the roses fall.” 

Another equally pretty one is of heavy water 
color paper, and has a pretty little snow scene 
on it, surrounded by a wreath of mistletos and 
hoily. The quotation on this is, “The leaves 
of life keep falling one by one.” 

A very unique calendar is of white Bristol 
board six inches by four and a half, and is 
fastened together by a white silk cord and tas- 
sels, On thecover isa flock of birds, with trailing 
vines and flowers, and a fairy looking into the 
distance, Kate Greenway figures in their pic- 
turesque costumes are seen on each page with 
an appropriate quotation for the month repre- 
sented. 

It is a good plan to take quotations from 
some favorite author ani illustrate it as fancy 
dictates. Dickens, Shakespeare, Longfellow, 
Whittier, Holmes, Bryant, E. P, Roe, Helen 
Hunt Jackson and Frances E. Willard are all 
excellent writers, and appropriate quotations 
can be selected from their books for calendars. 


It is always wisest to have any gift suited to 
the person it isintended for. This is by no 
means diffizuls when one is making a variety 
of calendars. A very acceptable one can be 
made for a friend whose chief hobby is temper- 
ance, by selecting temperance quotations from 
different authors. Another one for an enthusi- 
ast on equal suffrage can be arranged in a 
similar manner. 

Where one has a scrap book and saves popu- 
lar poems, essays, etc., itis an easy matter to 
procure quotations for almost any style of a 
calendar, 

Not only are calendars suitable for holiday 
gifts, but they can b> made very profitable if 
one desires. Many a merchant will be glad to 
have some artist furnish him with hand- 
painted ones for the holidays, and will pay a 
good price for them. 

Calendars are always indemand forChristmas 
fairs and bazaars, and usually bring a good 
price.—Home Decorator. 








Christmas Memories, 


‘“*T hope I may never outgrow my interest in 
Christmas trees and Christmas gifts and Christ- 
mas holidays,” exclaimed a middle-aged lady, 
as she deftly knotted a bit of ribbon for the 
trimming of a doll’s hat. “‘ There is something 
wonderfully gentle and sweet and tender in 
such associations. peers 5 it is the traditions 
of our childhood and youth that make us so in- 
terested in such thin To be sure, there is 
more or less illusion about it; indeed, there is 
much of that in all affairs over which we grow 
enthusiastic. 

‘* How well I remember my earliest impres- 
sions of Santa Claus, and how I used to listen 
on Christmas Eve to hear the patter of the 
reindeer hoofs on the shingles and the scratch- 
ing and scrambling of Saint Nick as he clam- 
bered down the chimney and up again. The 
house we lived in was an old-fashioned countr 
house, and had some rambling additions wit 
or roofs over wide sheds at the back of the 
building. I distinctly recall one day when I 
donned cloak and hood, mittens and rubber 
boots, and waded out into the snow in the yard 
behind the house to see by what highway 
Saint Nicholas must come. Iexamined every 
inch of the chimney, and begged the servant 
to build the fire at one side of the great 
fire-place, so that Santa Claus might not 
scorch himself or his precious parcels, as he 
came down. Then when I was told that he 
would not come while any of the children re- 
mained awake, how pesSetently I tried to go 
to sleep. No victim of chronic insomnia wooed 
the drowsy god with more earnestness than 
did I, but, being naturally an excitable child, I 
sometimes — wide awake until almost 
morning. And how fervently I prayed that 
the Christ Child would send some angel to tell 
Santa that: ‘If I was awake I didn't try to do 
it, for I had tried so very hard to go to sleep,’ 
and more than likely a burst of tears relieved 
my over-wrought nerves, and I dropped off to 
sleep to awake with the bright light of Christ- 
mas morning shining into my room. 

“The members of the family which neglects 
to observe the festivities of the holiday season, 
have none of these sweet and tender memories 
to turn to in times of trouble. Such recollec- 
tions are a safeguard and a refuge in storms of 
adversity, and for this, if for no other reason, 
the festival spirit should be cultivated in every 
household. Gifts and good cheer, peace on 
earth and good will towards men, should fill 
the homes and the hearis of children on such 
oceasions. Whatever may be the home life at 
other seasons, do not defraud the little ones of 
their share in the pleasures and brightness of 
this most delightful portion of the year.” 





Another Way of Looking at It. 
Bloobumper— What a pretty child Mrs. Jay- 
smith’s baby is ! 
Mrs. Bloobumper—Yes; and it dida't get its 
beauty from its papa either. 
Bloobamper— don’t know about that. Jay- 
smith hasn’t any left. 





A Serious Matter. 
** Hoffy 's met with a dweadfully distwessing 
accident.” 
**Deah me!” 
** Ya-as. Spwained hiscane.” 
** Howwible!” 
Ren Ue OL OD EO DIS 


Too Demmed Democratic, 


Mr, Goodsell (on Vestibule Train)—But what 
do you think of our palace car service? Isn't 
that nearly perfect ? 

Lord Howlong—I thing it’s an infernal nuis- 
ance, It always makes me uncomfortable to 
see other people as I am. 





ted. 


Nibs—Why did Tiewalker look so downcast 
when » heard that seals were scarce this 


season 
Bibs—He intended getting a new collar on 
his overcoat this winter. 
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white clouds anda hot sun shining down ona 
row of fantastically painted cottages, and turn- 
ing the rippling lake into « dazzling shimmer 
of gold; a graveled beach and a rough wharf, 
on which two girls and two bulgy luncheon 
baskets are planted.” 

“Bot Meg,” says Marie, ‘“‘I feel so queer 
about going out on a yacht with these strang- 
ers, though it was lovely of them to invite me. 
Do tell me something about them. Meg 

. moeditatively pulls off her Tam o’ Shanter cap, 
ramples her fuzzy hair into the semblance of 
a distracted hay-stack and replies, ‘‘ There is 
nothing much to tell.. The Oscar Germaines 
are wel off and are very nice people and own 
the yacht, and are glad to get Father and Lion 
and any of the Island fellows who can get away 
from business in the afternoon to come and 
help sail her. As for their inviting you, why, 
the girls are ecarce on this side of the Island, 
and you are our friend, and they always ask 
us, and you and Mr. Germaine got on so well 
Poe last night—oh, of course, it’s all 

ht!” 


arie wonders which gentleman among those 
who were introduced to her last night could 
have been Mr. Germaine. Certainly she 
ehatted with several of them, and that one 
who was so proud of having won the — 
——— got on with him capitally—yes, he is 

e fortunate owner of the yacht, no doubt. 

Presently the white sails of a large yacht 
appear round a bend in the shore, the graceful 
boat rounds to, and the sails flap idly in the 
light breeze. Ina few moments two men are | 
seated in the dingey, the painter is loosed and 
thrown in, and the little boat approaches the 
wharf on which the two girls are seated. 

‘*Mr. Germaine and Harry Fladgate,” mur- 
murs Meg, and Marie gazes in surprise upon 
the occupants of the boat, who have both 
lifted their caps and glanced at her, but neither 
ef whom has she ever set eyes upon before, so 
far as she can recollect. 

One, a dark and rather delicate-looking 
fellow, with a fine frank face, is talking away 
to Meg at a great rate ; while the other, a tall 
man of no particular complexion, is busily 
ee away the fat luncheon baskets, and 
arranging cushions. He now holds out his 
hand to assist Marie into tht comfortable seat 
he has prepared; and, as she steps lightly in, 
looks straight into her eyes with such a kindly 
friendly smile, that the girlis more puzzled- 
than ever, and gazes at him with asoft color 
eoming and going in her cheeks. 
| Meanwhile Meg has skipped into the bow, 


PART II. 
A glorious blue sky flecked with : 


aes 


the dark youth takes bow oar, and Marie's 
rh cavalier is rowing a long slow stroke, which 
; shows off his magnificent physique admirably. 
‘ “Introduce me,” murmurs the dark youth 
over his shoulder to Meg, who says: ‘Oh, of 
eourse! Marie dear, Mr. Harry Fladgate, Miss 
De la Roche. You two others are friends 
already,” and instantly is absorbed again in 
conversation with Mr. Fladgate. 

But Marie looks helplessly into the eravely 
smiling face before her, and says simply, “ 
don’t know what she means; if you do, please 
explain.” 

** My name is Doug'as Germaine, and I trust 
we are, a3 Miss Meg says, already friends,” re- 
turns the voice of the owner of the crimson 
stockings of last night. Involuntarily Marie 
glances ath's legs. Those shapely members 
are certainly the same—aad the stockings, and 
the voice—but Germaine, Douglas Germaine ! 

**T called you Mr. Douglas; you told me to, 
ourself,” she says, looking reproachfully at 

im. 

“IT will explain—I meant to explain last 
night, but it slipped out of my mind. Do not 
be offended, I entreat,” says the young man 
hastily, as he hands her upthe side of the 

acht. Meg and Mr. Fladgate have arrived on 

rd before her, and proceed to make her feel 
at home witn the Oscar Germaines, a hearty 
middle-aged couple, who, though childless, are 
fond of young people, and surround themselves 
as much as possible with everyihing attractive 
to youth. 

Alice and Lionel Strange, a couple of young 
ladies, Lucy and Maud McDowell, and a couple 
of nonde:cript young men, make up the party, 
with all of whom Marie is speedily on the best 


EN 


of terms. 
“*Now Mr. Germaine,” says Alice sweetly, to 
the owner of the charming legs, ‘“‘let us re- 


j sume our lessons on steering,’ laying one hand 
i upon the tiller, and motioning to him to sit be- 
side her, which he cannot choose but do, 
though without any great show of satisfaction 
in the arrangement. 


steersman, produces a basket of fine peaches, 
which he purchased at the Union Station, 
when on his way down from the bank to the 
yachts’ city moorings, where most of the party 
came aboard. 

The peaches being duly appreciated, Marie 
is enjoying a quiet conversation with kind Mrs. 
Germaine, when they are interrupted by peais 
of laughter, accompanied by energetic protests 
from the eldest Miss McDowell. 

The young lady is sea’ed in the companion- 
way, insisting that she will share her perch 
with no one; and indeed, as she is decidedly 
plump, there seems but scant room to spare. 

Lionel however, nothing daunted, declares 
he must and will help her to endure the mo- 
notony of life on however skimpy a perch, 
** Engaged people should always sit together 
and devote themselves to each other, shouldn't 
they, Mrs. Germaine?” 

“ But we're not engaged! ” cried Miss Mc- 
child ike smiles. 

“* Well, maybe it is hardly announced yet,” 
Lionel admitted, ‘‘but it shall become so at 
once,” and he suddenly drops on his knees at 
her feet, assuming an expression of intense 
pathos. 

“Dearest Lucy,” says he, with exaggerated 
emotion, ‘I love you to distraction. Be mine, 
I implore you. hed 
upon my pathway forever. Say yes, beloved. 
‘ If }ou refuse mel shall throw myself over- 
i board.” 

' ‘**Mrs. Germaine, I appeal to you as chaper- 
one,” cried the laughing girl. 

**{Indeed Lion,” said that amused lady, ‘I 
must insist on your geting out of that ridicu- 
lous posture at once. Consider, should anyone 
ba watching us from the shore with a field- 
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But Lionel seems in po hurry. ‘Then you 
i refuse me, Lucy?” he asks, | 
“*T certainly do,” decidedly. 

“*Then you doom me to a watery grave.” | 
And before anvone suspects his intention 
Lionel has tumbled overboard splash into the 
lake. Marie is alarmed for a moment, but the | 
others, accustomed to his pranks, are highly | 
amused. 










have occurred 
still 
his time to Marie De la Roche. 
aware of the 
Lionel, thus released from his duties as | lookers ; 
and beautiful a 


AN ISLAND IDYL. 


A STORY IN TWO PARTS. 


Written for Saturday Night by E. M. Scholefteld. 


~ ————— 


the cabin-top, he throws himself at her. fee’ 
with an appearance of complete content. 

*T have to make my peace with you,” he 
begins, “but really it was as mueh your fault 
as mine. You would not wait for me to say, 
Germaine.” 

‘** Mendacity, thy name is man!” 

** Now, that is not fair; it’s name is just as 
much woman. Are you fond of flowers?” 

“Some flowers, not all. Whatever are you 
doing?” for he has inserted one long arm 
through a little window in the side of the 
cabin, and is groping within; whence, from 
some mysterious receptacle, he produces a 
paper box and lays it on her lap, saying simply, 
**T fancied you would like these.” 

Marie does like “ these”—a lovely cluster of 
Marechal Neil roses—and forgives him all his 
sins at once, past and prospective, and they 
settle down for along chat on sundry interest- 
ing topics. 

I want to know if that is a uniform you are 
wearing, and if so, what uniform?” she begins, 
glancing approvingly at his white and crimson 
suit. 

“It is the football costume of the Torontos. 
We were practicing this morning with the 
Varsities, and I was too lazy to change it for 
correct nautical gear,’ pofiting to the two 
nondescript young men who are devotin 
themselves to Alice Strange. They are cl 
in white ‘‘ducks ' and dark blue jerseys, a fas- 
cinatingly neglige costume. 

Marie approves, and says: ‘‘ Well! and I 
want to hear all about football, and lacrosse, 
and tobogganing, and ice-boating and every- 
thing of that kind.” 

‘*What a large order!” smiling up at her. 
“Tt will take many afternoons to tell you all 
that. How is it you are not ‘up’ in your 
native sports?” 

** Papa is always busy and the twins always 
studying or away, and I have been up here at 
Madame D——'s for years back, and in the 
holidays I read most of the time.” 

** What alot I shalb have to teach you, that 
is,” hastily, “if you will let me. Nothing is 
pleasanter than introducing a novice to the 
— of this Canada of ours.” 

they chat on cosily, unheeding the fact 
that Alice Strange’s blue eyes flash indignant 
glances in their direction pretty often. They 
notice nothing. 

**See those two?” asks Mr. Fladgate of the 
youngest Miss McDowell, ‘‘a clear case of 
spoons I call it. Love at first sight and that 
sort of thing, don’t you know, Miss Maud,” 
and he beams through an unimpeachable eye- 
— upon the unconscious pair along the 
deck. . 

But Alice Strange broke in sharply : 

‘*Nonsense, Harry, don’t be absurd. Mr. 
Germaine is only amused with her chatter. 
oe has only just left school and is a mere 
aby. 
“All the same I believe Mr, Fladgate is 
right,” returns Miss Maud. ‘‘ Why, he can't 
take his eyes off her, and whoever saw him so 
devoted to any girl before? Depend upon it 
that will be the next engagement announced. 
Fortunate child that she is!” 

Alice says no more but disappears into the 
cabin and remains there until Oscar Germaine 
and his wi'e go down to unpack the baskets 
and lumpy-looking parcels. Peculiar and 
varied are the directions they call to Jim 
through a minute doorway in the end of the 
cabin, to which a gruff voice returns an un- 
intelligible reply. 

That was a delightful tea, how merry they all 
were, and what wild spirits L‘onel was ip. 
How the two nondescript young men distin- 
guished themselves by eating an amazing 
quantity of everything, and how the two Miss 
McDowells laughed. 

Afterwards, when they were all grouped 
about the deck in the starlight, how delight- 
ful that was; and though the wind had died 
away it was chilly enough for fleecy shawls to 
be wrapped about fair shoulders, and that was 
delightful too. When the Jadies were al 
landed about ten o’clock and tripped away to 
their cottages, there was not one of them who 
did not pause before entering to watch the 
shadowy white sails disappearing in the dis- 
tance, forthe yacht had to be taken round to 
her acchorage at the Club House, and the 
thoughts of all, save one, were bright and 
happy thoughts. 

Three months have passed by, during which 
mapy such excursions, and 
Germaine devotes much of 
Both are 
laughing comments of on- 
but their friendship is too dear 
thing to be harmed 


Douglas 


Dowell, her fair, pretty face dimpling with | 


those delicious smile; | 


by idle gossip, or so they tell each other. 
However, as Carlyle tells us, ‘‘ Life is, in few 
instances, and at rare intervals, the diapason 
of a heavenly melody ; oftenest the flerce jar 
of disruptions and convulsions which, do what 
we will, there is no disregarding.” 

Then there came a change. Douglas Ger- 
maine disappeared ; had gone down tu the Bay 
of Quinte for his health, people said. 

Marie did not teem affected in any way. 
Could she have been foolish enough to refuse 
that fine young fellow, people wondered. But 
there was no enlightenment; and gradually 
the affair was forgotten. Gradually, too, the 
soft bloom that Marie had gained in her lake- 
side home died away again; her step was no 
longer so light, nor her laughter so ready as 
before. By the time the Stranges moved over 
| to their city home for the winter, it was setiled 
| that Marie should remain with them some 
months longer, her father being then in 
| Europe and her brothers at Toronto Univer- 
sity. 

But Lionel watched the girl curiously. He 
seemed very subdued, and had moody fits at 
times ; which Mrs. Strange observing, took it 
| into her motherly head that @ marriage might 
| arrange itself between “the dear young things,” 
and was delighted. 

Nothing, however, was further from the 
thoughts of either. They had become close 
| friends, and Lionel confided to Marie what no 
| one else even suspected was going on—all the 
ups and downs of his courtship of Lucy Mc- 
Dowell, of whom the Stranges saw a great deal 
this winter. 

Marie advised, cheered and encouraged him, 
and was the greatest comfort to him, for his 
ladylove has a merry heart, and enjoys seeing 





glass!” | the young fellow in torments all about nothing, 


for, as she tells herself, ‘Surely he must know 
in his heart that he is like a young god to me.” 
But Merie grows languid and seemsto shrink 
more from society week by week, till by the 
time spriog comes she spends most of her time 
alone on the library sofa. Dr. Puffkins says it 
is only a touch of low fever, and gives her 
quinine ; but Lionel begins to look really dis- 
tressed. 





The ready steersman brings the boat round, 
the great boom slowly settles over to leeward, 
the sail + then fills, and they move quickly 
through the blue water to the spot where 
Lionel is leisurely swimming. Old Jim Blunt, 
the professional sailor who lives on and cares 
for the yacht, throws out a coil of rope. Lionel 
has caught the end of it and quickly clambers 
aboud, disappearing, as it seems to Marie’s 
astonished eyes, right through the deck up 
near the bow s»mewhere. After a while he 
appears again, prosaically enough, up the com- 
panion steps. clad in dry garinents and appear- 
ing refreshed by his dip. Instantly he is taken 
to task by Mrs, Germaine for his outrageous 
behavior, and he propo:es that he shall do 

mance by ‘* taking the stick” (the vernacular 
‘or steer ng) during the rest of the afternoon. 

This accomplished, by and by Dougles Ger- 
maine is fres to introduce Marie to some 
cushions piled upon the deck, where, having 
settled her comfortably with her back against 
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One evening at dinner Mrs. Strange inno- 
cently sets alight a train of gunpowder, 

“It has struck me as peculiar that Mr. 
Douglas Germaine has not been:here once since 
pe the island. Can you have offended him, 
girls?” 

Both Alice and Meg assure her it is not so, 
for they often meet Mr. Germaine in town and 
he is always very friendly. 

“* Well, Lion had better bring him up some 
evening,” says the mother; “he is such a pleas- 
ant young fellow, it is a pity he should not 
drop in sometimes in the evenings like our 
other Island friends.” 

And so the matter drops. But Lionel has 
seen something. in Marie's 7 which brin 
him to her side in the dimly lighted library the 
moment he can getaway. Sheis absorbed in 
sad reflection. Kneeling beside her Lionel im- 

lores her to confide her troubles to him, but 
Raarie only shakes her head and tells him, “ It 
is no use, Lion dear, you cannot help me; no; 


one can.” 

** But I can, and I will,” Lionel declares. ‘It 

is not regard for Alice that has held me 

so long, but the fear of making worse 
mischief.” But before Marie can ask his mean- 
ing he has disappeared, and she sees him no 
more that night. 

The following evening Marie is a in the 

uiet old library again, chatting with Lucy 

cDowell, when Lionel comes to her suddenly. 
‘Dear little woman,” he says, ‘“‘I have been 
interfering in your affairs, but I think you will 
forgive me when you see my excuse. Here it 
is. Come Lucy,” and es snd departs, 
leaving in his stead that tall form for which 
Marieé@ eyes have hungered during this long 
weary winter. She cannot find words to greet 
him, but regards him with a wistfully ques- 
tioning gaze, till at last the young fellow finds 
his voice—that soft seductive voice—how 
Marie thrills at the sound of it. 

* Do not speak,” he says then; ‘‘do not say 
one word till Ihave told my story, and then 
you may say what you wil). My story is Lion’s 
story, too, but lam to tell you his part of it— 
pocr fellow, he is so distressed ! you re- 
member that Sunday night last September 
when they had ail gone round the Island to 
cburch, and I stayed at home in the garden 
with you tohelp you endure your headache? 
I could have sworn we were quite alone that 
night, yet it seems we hadalistener. Alice 
Strange for some reason changed her mind and 
hurried home spain. Lion, fearing she felt ill, 
followed, but did not catch up to her until she 
had reached the gate. There she stopped, and 
seemed to listen intently for along time. Lion 
thought her movements so curious that he 
leaned against the fence in the shadow and 
waited, wondering what girlish frolic she could 
be engaged upon. By and by she slipped round 
by the side entrance and disappeared into the 
house. But Lion heard voices in the garden as 
he passed the gate, and turned back to see who 
was there. He saw us, of course, and turned 
away, knowing that Alice must have been lis- 
tening to our conversation, but feeling so up- 
set by the idea that he tried to put it out of his 
mind and rpartially succeeded. 

** Marie, do = remember how I opened my 
heart to you that night, how I told you all of 
that sad old story, that no one about here can 
possibly have heard of, my love for a faithless 
woman when I was little more than a boy? 
Tears glittered in your eyes, my Marie, and you 
looked so true—I had nearly spoken then and 
told you all that was in my heart, but I feared 
it was too soon. For two swift delicious 
months I had been trying to teach you to care 
for me, but I felt you had shown me nothing 
beyond aa yet. It might spoil all to 
speak too soon. I would show it first without 
words. And I fancied that your heart beat 
then with something more than sympathy 
with the story of long ago—something wonder- 
ful and beautiful—for me. How happyI was 















































days would show you your own heart and I 
might claim my own, h, my little girl, I was 
sure I saw it coming; in the trembling of the 
hand upon the railing on which you leaned, in 
the tears upon your cheek, in the soft tones in 
which you told your gentle sympathy. Yes, 
I dared to see it all and to be happy. 
But the next day I happened to walk up from 
the ferry with Alice Strange. She talked of 
you and naturally enough I was willing enough. 
I heard of your wonderiul powers a8 an actress 
and of a harmless tendency towards mild flirta- 
tions, natural to such a pretty child. No 
thought of treachery crossed my mind. I was 
amused at the idea of you as an actress—the 
other view of you was too absurd to consider. 
I asked for particulars as to your histrionic 
talent, and she instanced the fact of your hav- 
ing repeated all my heart-felt confidences of 
the night before, with merry comments and 
ridicule of me. Oh Marie, let me tell all the 
story before youspeak. She repeated my words 
—the very tones of my voice as I spoke to you. 
What could I believe except that you had 
repeated it all asa jest! Oh it was hard. It 
almost killed me to think of it$ and I rushed 
away to try and forget you. It was somethin 
like that other story, only the bitterness an 
pain seemed aw more crue), And I could 
not forget you, so I came back and tried to 
bury myself in my work. Somehow the time 
has dragged on, till Lion came today, and 
asking nothing, told me what he had seen that 
September nigbt, and I saw that it wasalla 
wicked lie. And now. Marie—oh my little girl 
if you can forgive——” 

As of course Marie could. 

“*T say,” cried Lion’s voice by and by, ‘‘ we 
don’t want to stay guarding this door till 
May-day. Hurry and make it up, and come 
and tell me you won’t fight any more. Why 
Marie, child, what delicious'y pink cheeks. I 
must draw your attention to Lucy's cheeks, 
I've been kissing them,” in a very audible 
whisper, ‘‘and Lucy actually likes it—dis- 
graceful, I call it. ou had better lecture her 
about it I think, and see what she has got to 
say in excuse. Douglas, old fellow, thank 
Heaven it was all a mistake. caused by 
wretched gossip, best forgottep. But how jolly 
things are going to be now! I feel as if it 
would do me good to stand on mq head, Only 
Lucy might object. I plainly see I am going to 
do as I choose no longer. It is an awfully 
serious business to.be almost a married man! 


THE END, 


————_—_ 2e —_—__—— 
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LAS VEGAS, SANTA FE, ALBUQUERQUE, 


CRUCES AND DUNING, 

These lithia springs are easily accessible by the 
Santa Fe railroad, in about forty hours irom 
Chicago io a luxurious coach and over a smooth 
roadbed. 

The springs are numerous and the water is 
of all temperatures (from hot to cool), and has 
a great reputation tor the curecf rheumatism, 
gout, gravel, skin diseases, catarrh, Jith- 
iasis, etc. 

There is no malaria there, and the location is 
delightful at any time of the year, The climate 
of that high altitude, is invigofating, render- 
ing the baths doubly beneficial. Accommoda- 
tions ample and reasonable. 

References—Profs. W.S. Haines, W. H. By- 
ford, A. Reeves Jackson, R. N. Isham, E. An- 
drews, D. R. Brower, T. S. Hoyne, Dra. J. J. 
Ransom, Chas. Gilman Smith, E. J. Doening, J. 
F, Todd, D. T. Nelson, T. C, Duncan, J. F. 
Danter, and others, 

Write for book and see analysis of the water, 
and the many testimonials. 

For particulars as to routes,trains, rates, etc., 
to any of the above points mentioned, address 
any Santa Fe R. R. ticket office, or 

212 CLaRK STREET, CHICAGO. 
261 Broapway, Naw York. 
332 WASHINGTON STREET, Boston, 
40 Yonce Srrext, TORONTO, 





A Freak of Fate, by the Earl of Desart; St. 
Katharine by the Tower, by Walter Besant ; 
The World, the Flesh and the Devil, by Miss 
Braddon ; in the Heart of the Storm, by the 
author of The Silence of Dean Maitian a 

Red t- 


among the late issues in the 
ter Series, and can be had at ar oie. 


—how madly happy—thinking that a few more . 








“Tell me but 


the reason why” 


Any preference should be given SUR- 
PRISE SOAP-- why buy it? ‘tis but soap. 
/t ts soap, but peculiar soap—saving soap. 
You don’t have to boil or scald the clothes 
to have them sweet and white, nor will 
there be the nuisance of steam about the 
house—it’s done away with. That hard rubbing on wash day tends 
to wear and tear the clothing. You needn’t rub hard with SUR- 
PRISE SOAP—you save that—it’s hard work saved, too. No, not 
high; medium price to buy of your grocer, but very low price for 
amount of work done. It’s economical in every sense. Then 'tis good 
for everything about the house. Test it as your neighbor has done. 
the directions 


S U R P R | S E : ee REA D on_the wrapper. 


J. & J. LUGSDIN 


FASHIONABLE FURRIERS 


Short Seal Jackets 
Long Sealskin Jackets 
Sealskin Dolmans 
Fur Lined Overcoats 
Fur tined Circulars 
Seal and Persian Lamb Capes 


Fur Gloves, Fur Mats, Robes, etc. 


J.& J. LUGSDIN - MANUFACTURES 


101 Yonge Street, Toronto 


All Kinds of Fur Trimmings Cut to Order on Short Notice 
A FULL LINE OF 


Fnglish and American Silk and Felt Hats Always in Stoek 
Telephone 2675 

















Before the Meeting. volition to the personal life? Has unbelief any 
Lawyer (before Oneida Valley justice)— | S°lution to that problem !—Nevison Loraine, 


Your Honor, Imove for the discharge of the |= 
prisoner. 

Justice (looking all around the room)—-Does 
any one second that motion? 


> 


Not to Mince Matters 


Wagg—Smith, the baker, is a very schol- 
arly person. 

Quigley— Why so? 

Wagge—He has a sign over bis pie counter, 
‘Such stuff as dreams are made of. 





THE “ DAYLIGHT” 


_Frank S. Taccart & Co., 89 Kine Street West, 
Toronto, have flashed “The Daylight" onthe value 
and prices of Watches, Clocks, Diamonds, Jewellery, 
Silver Table Ware, Art Goods, Guns, Arms, Ammu- 
nition and Sportsmen's Supplies. All goods are 
marked in plain figures. no discrimination in sales. 
The public are respectfully invited to visit our show 
rooms and inspect stock of new gd6ds recently pur- 
chased in the best markets. 


FRANK S. TAGGART & Co. 
89 KING ST. WEST, - - TORONTO 








Mr. D. C. Brosseau, wholesale merchant of 
Montreal, states that he suffered for several 
years violent attacks of headache due to indi- 
gestion. He is now perfectly cured from hav- 
ing taken a few bottles of Dr. Sey’s Remedy. 








The Canada 
Sugar Refining Co. 


(Limited) MONTREAL 
Offer for sale all grades of refined 


SUGARS “ 
SYRUPS 


Of the well-known brand of 


Death and Annihilation. 


Whatis death—a gate or a terminus? In 
other words, what happens to the personal life 
at what is called death? There is a crisis in 
life at which a great change takes place. That 
change may be wrought in a moment, ‘‘in the 
twinkling of an eye,” without forewarning, or 
it may come by slow and steady stages, and 
with many heralds of its advent. It may come 
in the fresh and hopeful morning of life, when 
glory lights the hills, or it may come at even- 
time when 

* The day is done, and the darkness 
Falle from the wings of the night.” 
It is a change not at first in any material 
measurement of the physical frame, but in the 
passing away of an imponderable, intangible, 
invisible somewhat, the mysterious center 
of the vital energies, of the reason and 
affections, of the understanding and the 
will of thought, desire and conscience 
—all that constitutes the ego, the personal self. 
At death it disappears—is gone. Whither? 
The instrument, “fearfully and wonderfully 
made,” is still there in its material entirety, in 
weight and measuremert of substance undim- 
inished ; but the master minstrel who awoke 
the music of its temporal life, where is he? 
Possibly he was so great in song that time has 
taken his music into cherished possession, 
and will never let it perish; perchance he was 
only so beloved that his exodus has left the 
world dark for some true and tender hearts; 
but where is he? What has become of him? 
Man dieth and wasteth away—yea, man giveth 
up the ghost—and_where is he? What has be- 


Certificates of Strength and Purity : 


OHEMICAL LABORATORY, 


Marpicat Facuuty, MoGm. Univerarry. 
To the Canada Sugar Refining Company : 

GuntLemen,- I have taken and tested a sample of your 
“ EXTRA GRANULATED ” Sugar, and find that it yielded 
99.88 per cent. of pure sugar. It is practically as pure 
and good a sugar as can be manufactured. 

Yours truly, 
Cc. P. GIRDWOOD. 


come of the mysterious energy that set the 
prostrate figure on its feet, taught the lips 
language, and gave a!l thought and love and 


»-| Good HAIR. , 
Good HEALTH, aw 














AND REMOVESDANDRUFF. 


It. also prevents the hair from falling out 
and promotes a healthy growth, 
Sold by all Druggists. 


Price: 50 cts, 


M,166 B 225 M287 M, 352,616 M 616 B 909 M 
5 (oblique |. Fine Points -163,166,287,608, 9039. 








ATKINSON’S 
rei teyrel) 
eee: Tooth Past 
Office and Works, 44 Lombard St. 


CONSUMPTION. 


I have @ positive remedy for the above disease; by its 
use thousands of cases of the worst kind and of long 
standing have been cured. Indced so strong is my~ faith 
in its efficacy, that I will send TWO BOTTLES FREE, 
with a VALUABLE TREATISE on this disease.to any 
sufferer who will send me their EXPRESS and P.O. address 


T. A. Stocum, M. C., IS6 ADELAIDE 


Toronto Carpet 











When you want your Carpets taken up, 
Cleaned or Layed; your F urnitu: e Repaired, 
Mattresses Made Over, or Feathers Reno- 
vated, 

Call up Telephone 2686 


and you will receive prompt attention. - 


DELIVERY 








FREE 


PFEIFFER & HOUGH BROS. 


—_—— 
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Scotty’s Faith. 
“ Whew! 


guard of a Sixth avenue train as he 
open the 


a was about to close the gate 


hen a small form eme 
ing snow and passed inside. 


b; covering them with a p 


were earlier than midnight. .He was a ver 
tired and sleepy little fellow, and he was soun 


asleep almost as soon as he touched the cane 


seat of the car. 


“He hasn’t been ong at the business,” said 
with a pityiag smile. 
<‘ Most of ’em gets along without any sleep at 


the guard to himsel 


all, so far as I can see.” 


The boy, beyond h’s extreme youth and the 
absence of the characteristic tough facial ex- 
pression of the New York = was merely 

the army of boys 

who make a ae. knows what kind 
ling the daily papers. Of all 

ths inhabitants of the great metropolis their 
life is probably the most mysterious and by no 
means the least interesting. Most of them are 
ractically all of them are de- 
pendent upon the sale of newspapers for their 
One wonders how they ever get 


a conventional specimen o 


of a living |—by se 


homeless and 


daily fo 
money enough to pee clothes, if, indeed, the 
ever buy any, what t 


of them when they leave it. The 
who sat asleep in the car of the Sixth avenue 
L train on this Christmas Eve, was undoubt- 
edly a beginner at the business, An old over- 
coat ‘that he wore and on which there still 
remained asingle button, showed by its patches 
that he had once been cared for by a woman, 
His rough shoes, carelessly laced, were still 
guiltless of holes and above them one could see 
that he wore a pair of fairly warm stockings. 
In ieed, one would have hazarded the guess that 
he was the son of some poor workingwoman, a 
widow probably, and that she had died some 
months before and left her poor little penniless 
boy to win his own right to existence. 

As the train pulled up at Park Place the 
knowing guard gave him a hearty shake and 
shouted in his ear : 

“Say, kid, you want to get off here, don’t 
you?” 
~ The boy yawned, opened his eyes abbed 
his wet papers, and with a comical sigh pre- 
pared to get out. 

‘Do you live at the Newsboys’ Lodging 
House ¢” asked the guard, 

‘** Nope,” he answered. 

‘* Where?” asked the poate, 

‘I’m partners with Blinks,” replied the boy. 

** Who’s Blinks?” asked the guard; but the 
sleepy pe was on the platform by this time, 
and he did not hear the answer. Descending 
the steps of the station, he struck off in the 

heavily falling snow for Newspaper Row. He 
was just opposite the postoffice when he heard, 
some yards away, the peculiar falsetto ‘* You- 
hou!” by which boys signal to each other. He 
answered it by a similar call, and made in the 
direction of the sound he had heard. At the 
corner of Park Row he met the other a who 
was standing under a street lamp, w th his 
back to the storm, 

“ Hello, Scotty!” said the latter. 

‘* Hello, Blinks!” said the little boy (for the 
-_ was, perhaps, four or five years the 
elder), 

‘*Wot’'s the luck?” 

“Not much, Blinks—de storm was too bad.” 

‘‘How much chink yer get, Ssotty ?” 

‘‘Only seventeen cents, Blinks.” 

“Days no coffee and doughnats to night 
then, Scotty, and no breakfast to-morrow till 
we earn it, for I'm busted.” 

“Oh, Blinks!” said Scotty. “And dis is 
Christmas Eve.” 

‘“‘Dat’s all de luckier. To-morrow we gets a 
big dinner fur nuthin’, don’t we? Dat’s de only 
good Christmas is to us, anyway.” 

But there were a couple of big tears in 
Scotty’s eyes. He made no reply, but put his 
hand affectionately in the great, rough, and I 
rezres to say, dirty hand of Blinks, and walked 
on with him. The fact was that this was the 
first Christmas sincs the death of his mother, 
and, poor though she was, she had always been 
able to make Christmas a happy day for her 
little boy, and one to be thought of weeks be- 
fore it came, and remembered weeks after it 
had passed. The fact was too that Scotty was, 
in the newsboy vernacular, ‘'a sissy boy,” or, 
in other words, a little bit effeminate, and had 
been known to ery on several occasions before. 
It was a knowledge of tifis effeminacy that had 
caused the Blinks protectorate, as it were. A 
protectorate it was that was recognized all over 
towa, for Master Blinks had administered sev- 
eral thrashings on Scotty's account, and held 
himself ready for an indefinite increase in the 
number, should it become necessary to admin- 
ister them, 


The two boys walked a short way down the 
street and tarned into Theater alley. It was 
evidently a familiar locality to them, for they 
made almost ainencsicualy for the red glare 
that came from the engine-room of one of the 
great offize-buildings not far from the intersec- 
tion of Theater alley and Ann street. Here 
they suddenly disappeared from view. A close 
observer m'ght have discovered, had he been 
watching them, that they had crawled into 
0o2e of the air-shafts of the office-building, and 
would not have been wrong if he had supposed 
that they had made it their habitual sleeping- 
piace, It was not an uncomfortable place for 
a couple of gamins either. Being next to the 
eu zine-reo n, it was always quite warm enough, 
there was plenty of ventilation, and what most 
commended it to the boys, there was no one to 
say when they should come in and when they 
sould leave. Ifthe engineer or a stray police- 
min should happen to notice them, in all prob- 
arility they would be left undisturbed, for 
these watchers of the night are by no means 
heartless, And thea the thro%bing of the 
engine and the rumble of the presses in the 
b.sement of the building were a not unpleas- 
ant lullaby after one got used to it. 

Blinks had no sooner gained his accustomed 
place alongside the warm wall than he 
to go to sleep, bu; it was not so with Scotty. 
'he smaller boy could not forget even in aeez 
the fact that it was Christmas Eve. He sigh: 

a \ittle and parhaps he cried. Gray haired 

have done that when they thought of their 
mothers—s2 it would not have been at all 
eilfeminate. At any rate, just as Blinks was 
aout to dream of a happy land, where avery 
one always woa at “craps,” Scotty put his 
hand con ly in Blink s and asked : 
Cannes: 0 you believe there is a Santa 

aus?” 

“Naw!” responded Blinks sleepily, ‘0’ 
course dey ain’t. I don’t believe ia none o' dem 
things, You won't elder when you know as 
muchas Ido.” ~ ; 

‘‘Mudder said ders wuz,” cortinued Scotty. 

_*' Aw! de wimmen likes to make de kids be- 
lieve der is,” wied Blinks. ** But, tain’t so 
Just de samey. 

“It ’u'd bs awfully nice if it was so,” said the 


Smaller boy, with a great sigh, 
“’T woulda’t do us no ,’ said the lorem, 
very cynically. ‘ Ye don’t suppose he'd be 


snooping around in T’eater alley looking fur 
kids, do yer? ‘Sides, he only gives kids play- 
tings and candy, and dey woulan’t do us no 
00d. Wot we wants, Scotty, is chink, and we 
wante it badly.” 

Here Blinks, having settled the questicn be- 
yond doubt, turned over and went prompeis & 
sleap, But Scotty Well, Scotty couldn't 
sleap for a long tivae. 


The presses were rast b aizaing to whit 'in 
the press.room of & Foner Teedly Universe, 


“What a night!” muttered the 
threw 
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a woman or child would be out at this 
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7 > throuzh the blind: 
It was the form 
of a very small and very ragged boy, with a 
small bundle of evening papers under his arm. 
He had protected them, ern for a time 
ece of brown wrap- 

ping pap2r, but they were wet through and 
through now, and valueless, even though it 
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men were redoubling their efforts to get t 
hree hundred an 


through 
tele, ph editor, and asked the latter: 


many bundles, Mack?” 
lied the telegraph editor. 


father is a newspaper man.” 
“It is Christmas 


a Christmas 
suppose you think I’m deteriorating?” 


can show u 


the sportin 
piling up 


homogeneous mass.” 


in a slightly self-satisfied tone of voice, ‘' 


give them to.” 

“Get married,” said the telegraph editor, 
walking out of the room with his bundles, 

“Not on os naturalization papers,” re- 
sponded the happy Mr. Sackett. 

Then he continued his operations in finance, 


roll of bills, he took his stylish hat (which he 

ad won, of course, on an election bet—he al- 
ways won), and, saying 
waiked out 

Mr. Sackett was blessed nut only with a 
happy disposition, but likewiss with a very 
healthy appetite. 
the office, he wended his way down Ann street 
to an all-night restaurant, where he leisurely 
discu a Canape Lorenzo and a bottle of 
ale. Then he lit a fragrant imperial, took a 
couple of critical whiffs, to let the proprietor 
know that he knew what a good cigar was, 
buttoned up his coat and started for the Third 
avenue L station. 

It was a singular coincidence that his cigar 
should go out directly in front of the air-shaft 
that sheltered the disconsoiate Scotty and the 
sleepy Blinks. Mr. Sackett made a few re- 
marks that were not intended for publication, 
leaned over into the shaft a little to get out of 
the wind and lit a match. As he raised the 
match to his cigar his eyes rested on something 
that made him pause and smile. It was a boy’s 
worsted stocking hanging empty on the pro- 

ecting end of a balt on the side of the shaft. 

r. Sackett’s match went out. but he lit 
another silently, and leaning still further over 
into tne shaft he saw, in the faint light that 
the match gave, the sleeping forms of two boys 
at the bottom—the smaller with his arm 
thrown around the other’s neck and a little, 
bare leg snuggled close up to the warm wall. 

** Poor little devils |!” exclaimed Mr. Sackett. 
Then his second match went out. It was sev- 
eral minutes before he lit a third match, but 
when he did, an observer might have noticed 
that his face wore an unusually self-satisfied 
soereunen even for him. And he did not look 
half as cynical and worldly as he usually tried 
to look, as he walked on to the station. 





It was very early in the morning when Blinks 
shook Scotty and told him to wake up. 

‘* Where's your stocking?” he asked almost 
roughly. 

At the sound of the word “stocking,” Scotty 
was wide awake. He look-d eagerly up. There 
it was hanging at the top of the shaft where 
he had hung it the night before, after he was 
certain that Blinks was sound asleep; but, 
alas ! it looked even leaner and emptier than it 
did when he hung it up. It was half-covered 
with ice, too, and there was a long icicle hang- 
ing from the end of a shoestring with which he 
had tied up a great hole in the toe. 

“Well, you are a sissy!” said Blinks, con- 
temptuously, climbing up and throwing the 
cold stocking doven into Scsotty’s lap. Scotty 
said not a word. He couldn't have said a word 
for his life’s sake ; for he was biting his quiver- 
ing lip till it} hurt worse than the pain at his 
heat. He had trouble getting the string un- 
tied from his stccking, too; for there wasa 
ness of tearsin his eyes that almost blinded 

m. 

* Hurry up,” said Blinks roughly. 

Scotty managed to pull onthe stocking at 
last, though ; and, lo, as he did so, his |.ttle 
cold foot shoved out of the hole in the toe—a 
beautiful new five-dollar bill 

The tears ceased. The chiding of the manly 
Blinks ceased, also. And four of the most 
astonished eyes that were ever seen in the 
ey of small boys looked at the wonderful 
sight. 

“ Hully Gee!” said Blinks, finally, catching 
his breath for a moment. 

**] knowed it, Blinksey—I knowed it!" said 
the little boy, with a look of ee , 

‘** Scotty,” said Blinks, after ano‘her pause, in 
which he had made sure, by personal examina- 
tion, that the bill was an actual entity. and not 
the creature ofa Christmas delirium, *‘ how 
d’ye s’pose he knowed we wanted money?” 

a **God must ‘a’ told him, Blinksey,” answered 
cotty. 
—______-> = -—___—____—— 


Excursions, 


weeelel excursions to California and Mexico, 
at lowest rates, via the Great Wabash line, 
the shortest, best and quickest route to all 
west and south-western points. Pcople who 
like solid comfort always travel via the Banner 
route, which runs the fiaest equipped trains 
onearth. Ask your nearest ticket agent for 
tickets via this line. J. A. Richardson, Cana- 
dian Passenger Agent, 28 Adelaide street east, 
Toronto. 

ne een a I a ea ee nent 

A Wounded Poe ess. 


Srr,—I can afford to smile at you, and I do 
smile at you. Calmly, blandly, bitterly, cyni- 
cally, I sit and smile at you. I was asked just 
now by one of my family at what I was smiling. 
I said: “Iam smiling at an editor because hoe 
has rejected a poem of mine, entitled Love's 

adinage.” 

I must tell you quite plainly that you are net 
agentleman. No editor who was a gentleman 
could possibly reyect Love's Badinage. It isa 
lovely lyric. You are not a critic. You are 
not a poet. You have no notion how to edit a 
paper. You are alunaticand a contemptible 
cur. I have no wish to say anythingthat could 
be thought at all abusive, but I must speak the 
plain truth. Inever lose my temper, but I do 
sometimes feel strongly. I feel very strongly 
on the sabject of the importance of my own 

try to this nation. You not only rejected my 
Poves Badinage, you also refused my Scene 
in Summer, a poem which has been compared 
by a real critic—one whose opinion I value—to 
the best work of Wordswort. When I think 
of the imbecility, immorality, and discourtesy 
of your conduct in refusing these two charming 

ms of y, 1 simply foam at the mouth and 
throw things about. You hound, how dare 
you refuse to print my poems! 

Do not ba misled by the restraint, the calm, 
the refinement, which are noticeable in this 
letter, It pleases me merely to be satirical at 

resent; but if the lash of sarcasm fail to 

ring you to your senses, I shall not hesitate to 
use invective. I am almost tempted to send 
you no more poems at all, but I do not know 
why the paper should be made to suffer for the 
no ignorance and stupidity of its editor. So 

enclose seventeen fine iyetan, If you accept 
these and pay for. them I will send you some 
more and conclude that you have regained 
our reason, If not, I shall write another 
etter to you in which I shall bo far less careful 
to poe ceee your feeli 
ladies Ligh ve contend with. The vanity 
of certain editors is simply ing ; 
eomuenenes is something rable. = 
prin nonsense by a person calling him 


. 


and the night editor, copy readers and i 
e 
per out on time (a raco with time that occurs 
sixty-five nights in every 

newspaper office in the land), when Mr. Sac- 
kett, the somewhat intellectual-looking sport- 
ing .editor of the aforesaid Universe, cocked 
his feet up on the desk in front of him, squinted 
is eye-glasses in the face of. the 


at the deuce are you doing with so 


“Christmas presents for the children,” re- 
“They've got to be 
ppy one day in the year, you know, if their 


isn’t it?” continued the 
sporting editor. ‘‘ I haven't given or received 
resent in ten years,I guess. I 


‘*T never think any man is deteriorating who 
as much money as that,” replied 
the other, glancing at a great pile of crumpled 
bills —ones, fives, tens, and even twenties—that 

editor was smoothing out and 
n what he would have called a 








** Yes, I'm not a to-night,” said eee 


guess I coul afford to give a few modest pres- 
ents, but the deuce of it is I haven’t any one to 





It did not take him long, and, folding up the 


**Good night,” 


So, when he walked out of 







Meredith or some such name, and you refused 
my iyrics. Perhaps you thought that you 
unishment, but you were. mis- 
ne how im will writhe under 

n this letter, and I am 


wo escape 
taken, I im 
the merciless epigrams 
glad, It will be good for you. 
Cordially yours, 
ANNY Boapicea Dosss, 





A Musical-Story. 























Ihe Dying Gag. 

There was an affecting scene on the stage of 
a New York theater the other night—a scene 
invisible to the audience and not down on the 
bills, but one far more touching and pathetic 


than anything enacted before the footlights 
that night, although it was a minstrel com- 
pauy that gave the entertainment. 

It was a wild, blustering night, and the wind 
howled mournfully around the street corne 
blinding the pedestrians with the clouds o 
dust that it caught up from the gutters and 
hurled into their faces. 

Old man Sweeny, the stage door keeper 
dozing in his little glazed box, was awaken 
by asudden gust that the stage door 
and then went howling ng the corridor, 
almost extinguishing the jets and making 
the minstrels shiver in the Sryrning-cenees. 

“What! you here to night?” exclaimed old 
man Sweeny, as a frail figure muffled upina 
huge ulster staggered through the doorway 
and stood leaning against the wall trying to 
catch his breath. 

“Yes; I feel that I couldn’t stay away from 
the footlights to-night. They tell me I'm old 
and worn out and had better take a rest, but 
I'll go on till I drop;” and with a hollow 
the Old Gag wearily down the dim 
and draughty corridor, and sank ,wearily on a 


“Pozzoni’s 








POINTS: 


COMPLEXION 


P 


Best 


sofa in the big dressing-room, where the other 
Gags and Conundrums were awaiting their 


cues, 


‘* Poor old fellow!” said one of them sadly ; 


“he can’t hold out much longer.’ 


_ ‘*He ought not to go on except at matinees,” 
replied another veteran, who was standing in 
front of the mirror, trimming his long, silvery 

ust then an attendant came in 

sins of gruel, and the old Jests 
tucked napkins under their chins and sat down 
to partake of a little nourishment before going 


on, 

The bell tinkled and the entertainment. be- 

an. One after another the Jokes and Conun- 

rums heard their cues, went on, and returned 
to the dressing-room ; for they all had to go on 
The house was 
crowded to the dome, and there was scarcely a 
dry eye in the vast audience, as one after 
another of the old Quips and Jests, that had 
been treasured household words in many a 


beard ; and 
with several 


again in the after-piece. 


family, came on and then disappeared to make 
room for others of their kind, 

“ You’re called, sir!” 

The Old pag awoke from his reverie, and 
started to his feet, with something of the old. 
time fire flashing in hiseye. Throwing aside 
his heavy ulster, he staggered to the entrance 
and stood there silently waiting for his cue. 

‘*You’re hardly strong enough to go on to- 
night,” said a Merry Jest, touching him kindl 
on the arm; but the gray-bearded one shoo 
him off. 

As the evening wore on, the whisper ran 
through the theater that the Old Gag was 
going on that night—perhaps for the last time 
—and many an eye grew dim, many a pulse 
beat quicker at the thought of listening once 
more to that hoary Jest, about whose head 
were clustered so many sacred inemories. 

Meanwhile, the Old Gaz was sitting in his 
corner of the dressing-room, his head bowed on 
his breast, his gruel untasted on the tray be- 
fore him. The other Gaga came and went, but 
he heeded them not. is thoughts were far 
away. He was dreaming of o'd days, of his 
early struggles for fame, and of his friends and 
companions of years ago. ‘‘ Where are they 
now?” he asked himself sadly. ‘‘Some are 
wanderers on the face of the earth, in comic 
operas. Two of them found ignoble graves in 
the Tourist company. Others are sleeping be- 
neath the daisies in Harper's Editor's Drawer.” 

**Let be! let be! I must read those old lines 
once more—it may be for the last time.” 

And now a solemn hush fell vpon the vast 
audience, as a sad-faced minstrel! uttered in 
tear-compelling accents, the most pathetic 
words in all the literature of minstrelsy : 

‘And so you say, Mr. Johnson, that all the 
people on the ship were perishing of hunger, 


—— 


A DER: SAFE; CURATIVE; BEAUTIFYING. §, 2,3. 
All Dypeiats 
POZZONT'S [| Fancy Stores. 





The Condition. 


Benedick—I'll give you the money for your 
Christmas shopping on one condition. 

Mrs. Benedick—I know what that condition 
is. That I don’t ask for too much. 

Benedick—No ; that you don’t ask me to ge 
with you. 








They Will Come Next. 


Wife—My dear, have you such a thing asa 
match and a piece of string? 

Husbang— Why, what’s up? 

Wife—My suspender has busted. 





The Young-Old Man. 
Whiskers (aged sixty, on theclub stairs)— 
Aw, old man ! 
Callowby (aged twenty-two)—Haw, me boy! 








Mankind Who Shave 


Another service rendered by 
ALASKA CREAM 


is to those who shave themselves. It is far 
and away, superior to any of the preparations 
now in use for 

AFTER SHAVING 


It is not greasy or sticky; it dries in quickl : 
it prevents smarting or chapping of the skin 
on exposure to cold. 

Says our leading tonsorial artist : 

“*T have tested your Alaska Cream, and after 
an experience of thirty years in manipulating 
the epidermis have not found its equal. 

(S’g’d) Pror. NELSON.” 


‘TO BE HAD OF ALL DRUGGISTS 


PRICE 25 CENTS 





MADE ONLY BY 


and yet you were eating fried s. How do | ; 
you secoans for that?” ” as am “4 STUART WwW. JOHNSTON 


For one moment a death-like silence pre- 


vailed. Then the Ola Gag stepped forward, | 


‘AMERICAN FAIR 


and, in clear, ringing tones, replied : 

** The ship lay to, and I got one.” 

A wild, heart-rending sob came from the 
audience and relieved the tensionas the Old 
Gag staggered back into the entrance and fell 
into the friendly arms that were waiting to re- 
ceive him. 


Sobbing Conundrums bore him toa couch in | 


the dressing-room. Weeping Jokes strove in 


vain to bring back the spark of life to his inani- | ; 
| also at 191 Yonge St., near Queen. 


mate form. But all to no avail. 
The Old Gaz was dead.— Puck. 





Take Off Your Tag. 

He—Mrs. Crumpton carried Jack Harding off 
bodily to the salvationist revival. She’s so 
much interested in him |! 

She—Did the exhortera have any effect on 
him? 

He—Yes; he rushed up to the mourners’ 
bench and cried out : ** What shall I do to be 
lost ?” 
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CREAT REMEDY 


FOR PAIN. 
DIAMOND VERA GURA 


CURES DYSPEPSIA AND INDICESTION 
If you cannot get Diamond Vera Cura 
from your Druggist, send 25c. for sample 
box to 
CANADIAN DEPOT 


44 and 46 Lombard St. 
TORONTO. = ~ ONT. 











Children 


always 
Enjoy It. 


SCOTT'S 
EMULSION 


of pure Cod Liver Ol! with Hypo- 
phosphites of Lime and Soda is 
almost as pa'satabie as milk. 








it Ie indeed, and the little lade and 
| tassies who take cold easily, may be 


pro 

Emulsion after their meais during 

the winter season. 

Beware of substitutions and imitations. 
SCOTT & BOWNE, Believilie. 








how cheap these fine goods are. 


FOR SALE AT ALL 








ASK FOR THEM. 


TORONTO 





344 Yonge Street, Torento 


On and after December 15 inst., 


This store we open at 


IOI 


| Yonge Street, near Queen. will be 


filled with new and desirable goods. 
Especially will we be supplied with 
Christmas goods at both our stores. 
Our trade has outgrown this one, 


and needs further accommodation. 


O ar effort. as many of you know, to make one dollar buy 
as much as two dollars did before, has been successful, and 
at both stores it shall be more and more successf il. 

We put on sale to-day 1,500 Dolls injured by water. 
Some of them have lost a little of their beauty. Fermer 
price 25c. to 50c., our price lo. to 5c. each. A good time to 
buy adoll. We offer 15,000 other dolls in all their beauty 
cheaper than you ¢ver knew before. A large line of games 
5>. each, heretofore 10c.; Bagatelle Boards 253., €40., $1 24, 
worth $2.60 ; $4.48, worth $8 ; 6,500 Albums, probably as fine 
goods as any great factory of Germany ever sent out, 
nearly all of imperial size and very attractive and, best of 
all, prices are attractive, too, for they are an extra lot that 
have come to us and they must be sold. Commencing 
with 8c. imitation leather cover, worth 25c , the cover the 
best plush and leather cover goods made. Come and see 


W. H. BENTLEY 
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Music. 


RTHUR FRIEDHEIM 
may be said to have ccme, 





urday evening. 
sonatas or Liszt tours de force, consequently 
am merely an impressionist, so to speak, when 


great reputation. It may be that in this pre- 
sent case my humility is, to a certain extent, 
the result of a disordered digestion which im- 
pairs the natural effrontery of my disposition, 
but the fact remains that some whom I must 


grudging in their appreciation of Friedheim, 


a 


was tremendous in its force and ease. In fact, 


aiding his hands—none of the _ theatri- 
cal efforts to emphasize technical difficult ies— 


the eye what del‘ghts the ear, are to be observed 


and comfortably reposeful. 
{7 greeted with salvos of applause in each in- 
stance. His powers of expression and senti- 
ment are great and yet full of refinement and 
delicacy. He was assisted by Mrs, Mackelean 
who sang Goring Thomas’ A Summer Night 
' with strong dramatic expression, and also gave 


Mr. D, J. O’Brien of Hamilton played 
Alto- 


Zephyr. 
' her accompaniments most tastefully. 
} gether it was a most charming concert. 


This visit of Arthur Friedheim will enable 
our musical friends tocontrast him with another 
great pianist who will play here on Decem- 
ber 30, Valdimir von Pachmann. This artist, 
like Friedheim, has a great European reputa- 
tion and will be the chief attraction of the 
seventh annual convention of the Canadian 
Society of Musicians, when he will be assisted 
by Mrs. Julia C. Wyman. Further extasies 
may be expected in January when Ignaz Pader- 
ewski, who has dazzled the musical world 
wherever he has played, will give a recital. 
So, it will be seen that we shal! have no dearth 
of fine piano music by the great globe-trotters. 


Sn 


The Toronto Teachers’ Association gave a 
fine concert on Thursday evening of last week 
at Association Hall, when the place was crowd- 
ed. The vocalists were Mrs. Murray Dickson, 
Miss Lilian Kleiser, Mr. Harold Jarvis and 
Mr. Fred Warrington, all of whom sang to the 
delight of the audience, recalls being the cus- 
tom of the evening. Miss Agnes Knox con- 
tributed severai readings which she delivered 
with grace and effect. The accompaniments 
were carefully played by Mr. T. A. Blakeley. 


ee 


ee 


On the same evening a thoroughly enjoyable 
service of sacred song was held in the Jarvis 
street Baptist church by the efficient choir of 
the church, under the direction of the organist, 
Mr. A. S. Vogt, assisted by Miss Minnie Gay- 
lord and Signor Dinelli. An unfortunate acci- 
dent to the motive power of the organ a few 
minutes previous to the beginning of the 
service necessitated an almost entire change of 
programme, so far as the organ solos and the 
choir numbers were concerned, and afforded 
the excellent choir an opportunity of demon- 
strating its efficiency by presenting a number 
of unaccompanied motettes, part songs and 
sentences in lieu of several of the advertised 
choruses, and rendering them in a manner 
which was most creditable to its members and 
a substantial testimony of the thoroughness of 
their training. Especially effective were The 
Singers, by Gaul, Sullivan's Watchman, What 
pf the Night? and Rhemberger’s Evening 
Hymn, all of which were rendered in a really 
charming manner. Miss McGill contributed 
Cowen’s The Better Land, with ‘cello obligato 
by Signor Dinelli, her rich mezzo-soprano show- 
ing to excellent advantage in its rendition, 
which was marked by careful attention to 
phrasing and expression. Miss Gaylord sang 
‘lorrente’s beautiful Show Me The Way, in an 
if exceedingly finished and graceful manner, win- 

{ ning the hearty applause of the audience and | 
j further establishing her well earned popularity. 
Nicolai’s Tarry With Me was sung with excel- 
lent efiect by Miss Morre'l and Mr. Lye. Signor | 
Dinelli's ‘cello solos were a feature of the ser- 
vice and added much to the enjoyment of the 
evening. Owing to the disappointment felt by 


ten 


seen, and conquered musi-, 
i cal Toronto, as far as f 
' have been able to gather 

from the expressions of 

opinion of those who were 
¥ among his hearers on Sat- 
lam no player of Beethoven 


it comes to sitting in judgment on a pianist of 


consider good authority on such subjects are 
while others are to an equal degree enthusi- 


astic in his praise, so that if I listen to all that I 
hear I shall become like one of the old-time 


octave playing in the Liszt Don Juan Fantasia 

: it is in the apparent ease of all his work that 

4 he excels. No swaying, no shaking of a flow- 
ing mane, no effect of bodily convulsions 


none of those antics that so frequently mar to 


in Friedheim’s playing. He is most thoroughly 
His playing was 


a delightful rendering of Sensen’s Murmuring 


, ‘ 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


that he keeps pace with the demands that in- 
creasing maturity make upon his artistic re- 
sources. He gave excellent. renderings of 
Wioniawski’s Legende and Sarasaki'’s Gypsy 
Dance, both of which. were. encored. Mrs. 
Blight, in addition to playifg the accompani- 
ments in her usual satisfactory manner, gave a 
brilliant rendition of Vogrich’s Staccato Cay rice. 
& 


mony to their teacher's training. 


McGill and Mr. Guiseppe Dinelli. 


playing of Vieuxtemps’ Reverie. 


The musical papers all over the world teem 
with recollec ions of Mozart, apropos of the 
centenary of bis death on December 5, 1791, but 
none of them that have come under my obser- 
vation have given the subject so much care, or 
elaborated so fine a memorial as has the Mu- 
It has sent 
to its subscribers, with its December number, 
a beautiful thirty-six page supplement, prc- 
tusely illustrated on fine toned paper, giving 
interesting details of Mozart's life, works and 
death, the whole forming a handsome tribute 


sical Times of London, England. 


to a master whose mus‘c is to-day as fresh and 
charming, despite the changes in taste and 


style which have followed him, as they were in 


his lifetime. The bright light that has lately 
been thrown upon Mozart has brought down 
another of tke idols of our cailous youth. The 
Twelfth Mass, whose jingling Gloria has cap- 
tivated many a young enthusiast, has been 
proven by internal evidence, as well as by its 
general dissimilarity to the recognized style of 
the great mas’er, to have been an impudent 
forgery perpetrated by an obscure musician, 
who sold it to a publisher some forty years 
after Mozart's death. 


The clergy and choirmasters of the Church 
of England in Toronto met at the Synod office 
last Saturday to organize the Church Choir 
Association, the Bishop of Toronto being in 
the chair. A constitution was adopted and the 
following officers elected : Hon. President, the 
Bishop of Toronto; President, Canon Du- 
Moulin; Vice-presidents, Rev. John Pearson 
Mr. Samuel Nordheimer ; Secretary, Mr. G. H 
Loud ; Treasurer, Mr. J.C. Kemp: Executive 
Committee, Rev. Septimus Jones, rural ‘dean, 
Rev. Canon Cayley, Rev. J. ©. Roper, Rev. 
Canon Sweeney, Rev. A. J. Broughall, Mr. W. 
Elliott Haslam, St. James’; Mr. E. W. Schuch, 
Redeemer ; Mr. E. W. Phillips, St. George’s ; 
Mr. J. W. F. Harrison, St. Simon’s ; and Mr. W. 
E. Fairclough, All Saints’. 


* 

I have received some new music from Messrs. 
A. & S. Nordheimer: A D-eam of Bethlehem, 
by Paul Rodney, very melcdious and not diffi- 
cult; The Coming of the King, by Joseph 
Raeckel, a descriptive sacred song in a popular 
vein; Kings of the Road, by Frederick 
Bevan, a stirring gypsy song with a very 
bright refrain; Gloria waltz, by Edward St. 
Quentin, bold and bright, and of moderate 
difficulty ; Fairy Tales waltz, by Otto Roeder, 
very flowing and melodious, with a vocal 
setting for contralto and children, 


, 





At Messrs. Gourlay, Winter & Leeming’s, the 
other day, I saw a very clever arrangement, in 
fact a pedal piano, which can be used with any 
ordinary pianoforte. It is quite independent, 
being a frame strung for the ordinary range of 
organ pedal, with the pedalier attached in such 
a manner that it may be folded up against the 
case which is behind the piayer. It is strong, 
and should be so durable that the organ stu- 


| dent who has attained the desirabie proficiency 


can conscientiously sell it to another, who may, 
| ke himself, not have had access to a large 
organ for practice. Its absolute separability 
from the ordinary piano is a great advantage, 





the audience at the omission of the organ num 
bers, another service was announced to be held 
at an early date, at which no charge would be 
made for admission. 


On Monday evening a rather smal! audience 
, 3 attended a very pleasing concert given at As- 


| as there is none of the destructive wear of the 


piano which is liable to accompany any per- 
manent attachment to the piano itself, 


The ardent young musicians of the Toronto 
Lacrosse Club had their first rehearsal under 
Mr. E. W. Schuch’s direction on Monday even- 





scciation Hall in aid of the Helping Hand Mis- 
sion, the performers being Mrs. Caldwell, Miss 
Sara Lord Bailey and Mr. George Fox. The 
programme was an excellent one and merited 
a much better attendance. Mrs. Caldwell was 
in good voice and sang with all her usual facil- 
ity of execution. Her numbers were Herold’s 
Hy Air D'Isabelle with violin obligato, Will Ye No 
aa Come Back Again, and the Carnival de Venice. 
: These she sang with the greatest finish and at- 
tention to detail, and gave Kitty of Coleraine 
and Der Dasserfull as encore pieces. Miss 
Bailey has made herself a favorite here and won 
golden opinions on this occasion by her recita- 
tions of the Chariot Race from Ben Hur, The 
Experience of a Genius and A Life for a Life. 
She has a fine presence and great magnetic 
power, both of which contribute largely to her 
success. George Fox is out-growing the title 
of *‘ Master” and will henceforth have to step 
out of the cadet ranks and become “ Mister.” 
He plays just as well, though, if not better than 
before. His practice is kept up and his taste 
and experience are ripening to such an extent 





ing, when over forty future minstrels at- 
tended, with very satisfactory results. The 


performances will take place on February 4, 5 
and 6, when a novel second part, introducing 
ladies, will be presented. 


On Monday evening Mr, Frederic Boscovitz's 
successful lecture concert, How to Play Chopin, 
will teke place in the Public Hall of the Educa- 
tion De par.ment, when he will be assisted by 
Miss Lash ahd Mr. F. D. Beddoe, Mr. Bosco- 
vitz's known facility as a Chopin player will 
make this a most interesting evening. 


Alfred Gruenfeld, “court” pianist to the 
Emperors of Germany and Austria, and his 
brother Heinrich, ‘“‘court” violincellist to the 
Emperor of Germany, together with vocal 
talent, are announced to oppear at the Pavilion 
on January 7. The brothers Gruenfeld have 
met with great success upon this, their first 
tour of America, and a concensus of New York 
and Boston pe opinions indicates that they 
are artists of distinguished merits, whom it is a 
genuine treat tohear. The hall plan for this 
concert will open on Monday at Gourlay, 
Winter & Leeming'’s. 


I know of a very favorable opening for a goed 


The same evening saw a large party of friends 
gathered at the residence of Mr. A. S. Vogt, on 
the occasion of a musicale given by his pupils, 
Miss Andrich, Miss Benson, Miss Boultbee, 
Miss Burke, Miss Gaylord, Miss Mara and Miss 
Topping, all of whom bore most emphatic testi- 
The piano 
pieces played by these young ladies were of a 
high artistic grade and tested their capabilities 
to no mean degree. Valuable assistance was 
rendered by Mrs. Drechsler Adamson, Miss 


On Tuesday evening a large audience at- 
tended the Service of Song given by the choir 


save that it is always correct and effective. 
Mr. W. S. Jones, one of our rising young 
organists, gave excellent renditions of some 
selections by Herold. The vocalists were Mme. 
de Chadenedes, who sang Tours’ setting of 
Jesu, Lover of my Soul, with taste and feeling ; 
Miss G. Leadley, whose pretty contralto voice 
was advantageously heardin O Restin the Lord ; 
Mr. Douglas Bird, whose contribution was One 
Sweetly Solemn Thought; and Mr. H. M, 
Blight, who gave an excellent rendition of The 
Lost Chord. An agreeable variation was of- 
fered by Mrs. Drechsler Adamson’s thoughtful 

































































organist and choirmaster in an eastern city, and 
= be glad to hear from qualified candi- 
al 


7 

I had a-visit from Mr. William Lavin, a rising 
jouts tenor who sang the solos in the Creation 
or the Ham'‘lton Philharmonic Society last 
week: with great success. Mr. Lavin is the 
husband of the beautiful Mary Howe, who, b 
the way, has been engaged to sing at the Uni- 
versity conversazione on February 18. 

ETRONOME, 








a NsERVATOpy 


FALL TERM OPENS SEPTEMBER 1 
Artists and Teachers pw 
BRANCHES of Music. UNIVERSITY AFFILIATION. 


School of Elocution and Oratory 
Cus one and two year courses, under the direction 


f the Evening Telegram : “ While of Elm street Methodist church, under the | of mr. CLARK, a special feature. (Special Calendar 
editorials = — - » Th direction of Mr. and Mrs. H. M. Blight. The os for ba ee 160 
i er ee ads ter di "tie choir sang excellently, several difficult choruses otheon 190 ED vARD TISUER, Musical Director, 
be no doubt, however, that Friedh¢dim has a ’ ress. , 
: Z r i isi i Cor. ¥ Street and Wilton A . 
{ colossal technique, a richness of tone that ap- being deltve od with ene end Snish. os Mention this paper. a ee 
‘ proaches gorgeousness in its variety, and a Mrs. Blight’s proficiency as an organist it is #H CLARK 
? strongly marked individuality. His double | 2° necessary to say much at this late day, = . 


DIRECTOR 


Conservatory School of Elocution 
(Open for Concert engagements and evenings of Readings.) 


632 Church Street 


AT THE 
TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC 
(Formerly — resident piano teacher at the Bishop 
trachan School, Toronto.) 
Will be prepared to receive pupils in Harmony and Piano 
Playing on and after September 2 at her residence 
6 St. Joseph Street, Toron’o. 
Pupils of Ladies’ Colleges taught at :eduction in terms. 


ELSARTE SYSTEM OF EXPRES- 


SION. 
MARGUERITE A. BAKER 
Graduate of Boston School of Oratory, 


TEACHER OF ELUCUTION 
Open for reading engagements. 455 Church St. — 


R. W. EDGAR BUCK, Bass Soloist 
Formerly pupil of Manuel Garcia, London, Eng. 


Musical Director Toronto Vocal Society 


Pupils received in Singing, Voice Development and Elo- 
cution in the Italian Lyric and Dramatic School. 

Engagements accepted for Concerts, Oratorio, Church 
Choirs, &. Residence, 555 ¢ hurch Street. 


R. W. E. FAIRCLOUGH 
Fellow of the College of ——. London, Eng., 

and O: ist and Ohoirmaster of All Sainte’ Church, To- 
ronto, repared to give lessons in Organ and Piano play- 
ing, Singing Harmony, &c. 

5 ‘airclough undertakes to prepare candidates for 
musical examinations. Addrese— 
TORONTO COLLEGE OF MUSIO. 


O. FORSYTH. (Piano Specialist) 

e Studied in Germany with the famous teacherse— 
M. Krause, Dr. S. Jadassohn, Ruthardt, Papperitz and 
Hofmann. Special care regardirg tone production, finger 
action, wrist and arm movement, rhythm phrasing, etc., 
and a perfect artistic style. Teacher in the highest grades 
of piano playing and harmony at the Toronto College of 
Music, Moulton Ladies’ Ccllege and Miss Veals’ School 
for Young Ladies. 11? College Street 


HERBERT L CLARKE, Cornet Soloist 

Bandmaster of Heintzman’s Band, teacher Cornet 
and Slide Trombone. Music copied and arranged for or- 
chestra and Military band. Open for engagements as con- 
cert soloist, or will furnish any number of artiste for even- 
ing entertainments. 605 Spadina Avenue. 


R. F. WARRINGTON 
BARITONE 
Choirmaster Sherbourne Street Methodist 
Church, Toronto 
Will receive pupile in Voice Culture, at his residence, 12 
Seaton Street, Toronto. 
OPEN FOR CONCERT ENGAGEMENTS 








TORONTO OOLLEGE 
or MUSIC 


and TEACHEBS’ 
(LIMITED) 


CERTIFICATES 
DIPLOMAS 
Send for calender. F. H. TORRINGTON, Mus. Director. 
R. A. S. VOGT 
Organist and Choirmaster Jarvis Street 
Baptist Church 


Teacher in the advanced grades of the Pianoforte at the 
Toronto College of Music, Moulton Ladies’ Ocllege and 
Dufferin House. 


Residence 605 Chu-ch Street. 


"THE MISSES ROWLAND, Violinists 
(Graduates of the Boston Conservator)) have re- 
sumed teaching at their residecce, 733 Ontario Sireet, 
oor. Howard, Toronto. Open for concert engagements. 


ALTER DONVILLE 


TEACHER OF VIOLIN 
Papil of Prof. Carrodus, Trinity College, London, Eng. 
§ Buchanan &t., and Toronte College of Music 


DeUGcLas BIRD, Tenor Soloist 
CONCERT, CHURCH, ORATORIO 
For terms address— 44 Pembroke &St., Toronto 


HAMILTON 


COLLEGE OF MUSIC 


Cor. Main and Charles Streets 


Fall staff of thoroughly qualificd and eminent teachers. 
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CONSTANCE. 


By F. O. PHILIPS, 


Author of “The Dean and His Daughter,” “ As in a Looking Glass,” &c., &c. 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. 


CHAPTER I. 


Mrs. Armitage stood in the porch of Grey- 
stone P ark gosing at the retreating forms of 
her hus band and his friends, as, equipped ia 
their shooting costumes, and followed at a 
distance by two keepers, they started on their 
day's sport. The party consisted of Mr. Armi- 
tage, his great ally, Lord Hardstock—a man 
who for many years had lived on his title and 
his wits, but who lately had come intoa large 
fortune —and Basil St. Quentin, an attache at 
the Eaglish Embassy in Paris. As they walked 
leisurely down the avenue, the two guests oc- 
casloaally looked back and received a smile or 
a wave of the hand from their hostess. But 
Cyril Armitage never once turned his head, nor 
indeed seemed conscious that there was such a 
person in existence as his wife. 


When once the sportsmen were out of sig 
Mra, arene turned with a sigh and entered 
the house, er life was a very unhappy one 
now, although when she had married, nine 
years ago, everything promised a bright and 
happy future for her. Cyril Armitage was rich, 
of good family, and appeared to be desperately 
in love with her. The marriage was, appar- 
ently, not only one of affection, but it was also 
considered by all the friends of the contracting 
parties to be eminently satisfactory from every 
possible point of view. Two children had been 
born of the marriage, a boy and a girl, and for 
the first few years everything went well. But 
then Mr, Armitage unfortunately began to 
drink more than was for him, and, 
truth to tell, there were few nights that he 
went to bed sober. Acting under the in- 
fluence of this detestable habit, he became 
unreasonably jealous of his wife, and there 
would often be violent scenes between them, 
for, needless to say, Constance Armitage indig- 
nantly resented her husband’s most unjust 
suspicions, Later on—as is often the case with 
dipsomaniaca—the eaneeey man took a dislike 
to society, and so it was that he gave up his 
house in London and retired permanently to 
his place in Norfolk. Mrs. Asiitegs was not 
sorry for this. Indeed, under the circum- 
stances, she preferred a country life. The poor 


ht, | 


lady was devoted to her ehildren, and the loss 
of London society in no way affected her. 
Occasionally, as at the present time. her hus- 
band would ask two or three men for a few 
days’ shooting, but she saw little of the friends 
thus invited. In the first place, they were out 
nearly all day, and soon after dinner they would 
retire to the billiard-room, and would be seen 
no more until the next morning. 


Lord Hardstock was a bosom friend of her 
husband, although in every respect a contrast 
to him. Armitage, since he had taken to 
drink, was tacitura, and, as a rule, very ull- 
tempered. Now Lord Hardstock. on the other 
hand, was a brilliant conversationalist, a man 
who took all trouble lightly and carelessly, and 
whose idea of the world seemed to be that it 
had been created perely for his amusement and 
that, at any rate, it was his duty to derive every 
possible enjoyment from it, 


Basil St. Quentin was also an old friend of 
Armitage’s. He had known and admired Mrs 
Armitage before her marriage and now pitied 
her for the terrible life she was compelled to 
lead, Cyril Armitage was at no pains to con- 
ceal the fact that the love he once had for his 
wife was dead, and his rudeness to herin the 
presence of his guests often made the blood 
mount hotly to St. Quentin’s cheeks, and he 
lon to give the husband the chastisement 
he deserved. 

There were times, indeed, when Constance 
felt that things must come to an end, when the 
brutality and coarse insolence of her husband 
proved almost beyond her endurance. But 
what could she do? Although it was poamee. 
sible for her to entertain any feelings of affec- 
tion, or even respect for her husband, she 
ancied, s»mehow, that if she left him the 
wrong would be on her side. and that ehe 
might not only forfeit the worid's good — 
but would ran the risk of being separat 
her chiiczren. Aud her children, being every- 
thing to her, came before all else. 

And now to make matters worse—and, 
Heaven knows, they were bad enough a'ready 
—Lord Hardstock had lately begun to pay her 
‘an amount of attention that was not only 
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odious to her on account of her dislike to the 
man himself, but because her husband had 
such implicit faith in them that he appeared to 
be—and indeed was—perfectly unconscious of 
his friend's treachery. It amused Lord Hard- 
stock to see the anger produced by his civil 
speeches. Good-looking, and accustomed as he 
was to very easy conquests, it was a novel sen- 
sation for him to meet with the chilling indif- 
ference of Mrs. Armitage. 

Later on, to-day, when Constance was tired 
of brooding over her troubles, she went fora 
brisk walk across the park, and, as ill luck 
would have it, was much against her own 
inclination forced into a fete.a-tete interview 
with Lord Hardstock—the man whom she so 
much disliked. She came upon him suddenly 
and gave a start of surprise, being quite un- 
prepared for meeting anyone in the secluded 
path she had chosen. 

**You frightened me,” she said, recovering 
herself. ‘‘I did not expect to meet anyone 
here. Where are the others?” 

**T am lost,” he said with a pom. “or, 
rather, I lost myself. I got tired of killing in- 
offensive pheasants which had never done me 
any harm, so, like a naughty child, I lagged 
behind ; but I don’t regret it, for, since I have 
lost myself, at any rate I have found you.” 

‘*T was just going to turn homewards,” she 
said coldly. 

** Then we can walk tozether,” he replied. 

‘* Had you not better wait for the others?” 
she asked. ‘‘ Where have you been shooting?” 

** Here, there, and everywhere,” was the an- 
swer. ‘‘ No, I would rather walk back with 
you, if you w llallowme. Have you been very 
dull all day ?” 

* No,” she said, “‘ Iam never dull.” 

‘* And yet you see no society, and your life 
must be very monotonous.” 

‘**T have plenty of dccupations—my children, 
the people in the village. 

“Oh, yes, The mothers’ meetings and the 

nny readings ! It must all be very delight- 
ul, Lhave no doubt. But, surely, a woman 
like you was never created for such an ex- 
istence.” 

** You must be wrong there.” she answered, 
** since it is my fate to follow it.” 

** You bear it very bravely,” said Lord dard- 
stock, adopting a more sentimental tone, ‘‘ but 
I am sure you are not happy,” 

“Let us talk of something else,” she said 
“T am not an interesting subject 
to discuss,” 

*‘ You are very interesting to me,” said he. 
*“T would rather talk about you than anything 
er anybody on earth, or in Heaven for the 
matter of that.” 

Mrs. Armitage burst out laughing, a laugh 
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that was perfectly natural and unfeigned, and 
it was more galling to Lord Hardstock than 
any reproof that could have come from her 


ips. 

** I had no idea I was so absorbing,” she said. 
** And, really, you looked so genuine when you 
said it.” 

*“T was genuine,” he answered. ‘I always 
am when ltalkto you. I want you to tell me 
one thing.” 

‘What is tnat?” said Mrs, Armitage. 

“a want you to tell me why you are not 


happy: 

‘When Iréquire aconfidant perhaps I will,” 
said she, “‘ but at present as you seem so bent 
on discussing me, I should advise )ou to do so 
with my husband.” 

Lord Hard&8tock pursed up his lips, and for 
the moment made no reply. Presently he said : 
* How long is St. Quentin going to stay here?” 

‘** IT don’t know,” replied Mrs. Armitage. ‘‘ As 
you are doubtless aware, my husband fixes the 
stay of the friends he aska.” 

Oe St. Quentin is a friend of yours, is he 
not ?” 

** Yes. I have known him a long time,” she 
said, coloring in spite of herself. ‘ But I didn’t 
ask him here.” 

**Did you suggest to Armitage that he should 
do so?” asked Lord Hardstock. 

‘** That is rather a curious question for you 
to put to me,” she answered, ‘‘ but I will reply 
to it all the same. Mr. Armitage asked Mr. 
St. Quentin here himself.” 

‘*T wonder what his reason was?” said his 
lordship. 

‘*His reason was, because he occasionally 
likes to hear what is going on in Paris. Al- 
thougl» we live out of the world, we have not 
veased taking an interest in it.” 

“You might be one of the brightest orna- 
ments of the world,” he exclaimed, after a 
pause. 

** You are in a complimentary humor,” she 
replied, smiling. ‘“‘I am so unused to com- 
pliments that 1 never Know what to say when 
one is paid me.” 

“Does St. Quentin never pay you compli- 
ments ?” he asked. 

‘*No, he is too well bred,” she answered, and 
the minute afterwards was angry with herself 
for losing her temper. 

**T know that he isa pattern of all the vir- 
tues,” said Lord Hardstock, ‘‘ but for my part I 
hate a paragon. I always suspect the cloven 
oot. ” 


To this remark Mrs. Armitage did not vouch- 
safe any answer.. She was angry with Lord 
Hardstock for his insinuations respecting St. 
Quentin, and still more vexed that she should 
have shown she minded them. All that she 
longed for was that'the fete-a-tete should come 
toanend. Hardstotk walked by her side with 
his eyes cast upon the ground, and eee in 
anything but goodhumor. Presently he looked 
up and said : 

**T have often longed for a walk with you 
alone, and yet I have not enjoyed this one.” 

** Anticipation is always better than realiza- 
tion,” said Mrs. Armitage dryly. 

**T don't see why you should always be so 
down on me,” he continued. ‘‘It is very hard 
to be always snubbed.” 

“Then you should not make remarks that 
require snubbing,” she answered. 

* You never snub St. Quentin.” 

“T treat people as they treat me; Mr. St. 
Quentin bas never said an impertinent word to 
me in his life.” 

* Because he does not care for you as I do. 
You know that I—” 

‘That is enough, Lord Hardstock,” said Mrs. 
Armitage, coloring. ‘‘I will noc listen to such 
nonsense, You are my husband's friend, and 
therefore, I do not wish to quarrel with you, 
but once for all, there must be an end of the 
tone you have adopted lately. If you cannot 
speak to me with proper respect, I shall be re- 
luctantly obliged to ask my husband to shorten 
your stay.” 

**T beg your pardon if I have offended you,” 
e said. 

** Your words and your manner would offend 

any woman who had the least atom of self- 
respect,” she answered. 
They were now approaching the house, and 
Mrs. Armitage felt untold relief as she saw in 
the distance her children coming forward to 
meet her. 
** Here come the children,” she said, with a 
joy she could not repress. 
* Are we to be enemies?” asked Lord Hard- 
stock, somewhat sulkily. 
**I don't know what you mean,” she an- 
swered. 
** You will know one day,” he said. 
But Constance scarcely heard him, as the 
children ran up to her and poured into their 
mother's ear a voluble account of their day's 
proceedings. 





CHAPTER Ii. 


The dinner that evening was particularly 
qeeny and depressing. In the first place, Mr. 
rmitage was in a vile humor and found fault 
with everything. Then, too, he had already 
had a great deal too much to drink, as was 
evidenced by his purple face and bloodshot 
His wife bore his complaints with that 
patience which long custom had taught her to 









of my departure until you have gone. 
it is well ordered that you should have come 
— me this before I acted too precipi- 
tately.” 


friend,” he said. 
write tome at the Embassy, and I will do all in 
my power to help you.” 


that moment Armitage and Lord 
entered the room, 


infuriated husband. 
with my wife, St. Quentin?” 


said Armitage. 
he continued : 
room, madam. 
with decency in my absence, you shall at any 
rate not disgrace me before my guests.” 


acquire. Only occasionally, when he empha- 
sized his remarks by an oath, did her face as- 
— a look as if that patience had come to an 
end. 
Lord Harastock for once was silent, making 
no attempt to improve matters, while St. Quen- 
tin made desperate efforts to talk to Mrs. Armi- 
tage, and to appear to ignore the temper of 
her husband. When, at length, the dinner 
came to an end, Constance withdrew to the 
drawing-room, thankful to be alone, and with 
her cheeks still burning at the language Mr. 
Armitage had used in her presence. She took 
up @ book and tried to read, but her thoughts 
wandered away to the time when she had first 
krown her husband. What a change had 
taken place. Was it possible that the man 
who had once loved her so ardently could now 
insult her in the presence of his friends? 
She threw down the book, and rising 
from her chair paced up and down the 

room ; and, as her thoughts again reeurred 

to the open contempt her husband displayed 

for her, the tears came into her eyes, and she 

scarcely made any effort to restrain them. 

She could bear it no longer. No woman would 

put up with such treatment. She must have 

an explanation with him, and some arrange- 

ment must be made by which they could live 

apart. Then, as always, arose the question of 

the children. What would become of them? 

They might be sent to school—at least the boy, 

Harold, who was then eight, and the girl, 

Alice could remain with her. Surely her hus- 

band could not object to a separation? He 

had not retained the faintest semblance of 

affection for her, and, if he wished it, the 

children could spend a portion of their holidays 

with him. 

These thoughts occurred rapidly to her, and, 
acting upon the spur of th: moment, she rang 
the bell and sent word to Mr. Armitage by the 
servant who answered her summons that she 
wished to speak to him. Yes, she wou'd no 
longer endure this life, and she would let her 
husband know at once what she had decided. 
She waited a few minutes. Then, instead of 
her husband, Basil St. Quentin entered the 


room. 

‘** Your husband is playing a match with Lord 
Hardstock,” he said. ‘*Do you particularly 
wish toseehim? He has sent me in his place.” 

‘*Tt is of no consequence,” she answered with 
a feeling of disappointment at the interview 
— delayed. ‘I will wait until they have 
finished the game.” 

“You were crying,” he said. 
happened ?” 

‘“*Nothing unusual has happened,” she an- 
swered. ‘ You heard what took place at din- 
ner—is is only a sample of my every-day life. 
But I have borne it te enough ; I will bear it 

° 


‘**Has anything 


no longer. I had sent for Mr, Armitage to tell 
him as much.” 

‘‘Tam very sorry indeed for you,” he said. 
‘“‘Armitage is violent and unreasonable. But 
what do you propose doing?” 

“TIT mean to leave him,” she answered. “If 


it were not for my children, I would leave the 
house to-night.” 

“You must not do anything rash,” he said. 
* One false stepand you would be irretrievabl 
ruined.” And then he added, “I cannot tell 
you how grieved I am for you,” 

** Yes, I have paid dearly for making what 
the world calls a brilliant match, have I not?” 
she said bitterly. ‘** But itis at an end now. 
I want none of his money. I will only accept 
what is sufficient to educate my children.” 

**T am afraid Lord Hardstock is not a friend 
of yours,” said Mr. St. Quentin; ‘and ifI were 
you I should wait until he is gone before I did 
anything. From what I have noticed he seems 
to encourage your husband in his conduct 
towards you.” 

** I know he is not my friend,” she said, ‘‘ and 
Iam very glad heisnot. He isa man who isa 
stranger to all honorable feelings.’ 

‘*He has made one or two very disagreeable 
remarks to me,” said S'. Quentin, ‘‘ but I have 
not noticed them, as it appears there is enough 
strife in the house already, and I really beiieve 
that his malicious insinuations to your hus- 
band were the cause of the outbreak at 
dinner.” 

‘* What do you mean?” asked Constance, 

‘*T mean that he is base enough to suggest to 
Armitage that the affection which he knows I 
bore for you before your marriage has not en- 
tirely disappeared.” 

And then Constance remembered Lord Hard- 
stock’s innuendos of the afternoon, and his 
parting remark that she would know one day 
what it meant for him to be her enemy. She 
did not, however, mentionthis, If Lord Hard- 
stock maligned her, and her husband listened 
to him, there was all the more reason for an 
instant separation. 

‘“*T see what you mean,’’ said she, ‘and it 
only strengthens me in my resolution.” And 
then she added: “I should be very sorry if 
you were in apy way mixed up in our unfortu- 
nate quarrels. You had better leave at once.” 

*[ had intended doing so to-morrow,” he 


answered, * and had availed myself of the oid 
plan of having a telegram sent me, 


It will ar- 
rive to-morrow morning.” 

‘* Then I had better delay the announcement 
Perhaps 


‘*T can understand that your life is intoler- 


able,” he said, ‘“‘andI really see nothing for 
you but a separation.” 


““No, it is inevitable,” she answered. ‘I 


have often thought about it before, and then 
for one reason or another have relinquished the 
idea; but this time I have quite made up m 

mind, and nothing shall shake my resolution.” 


‘You may always count upon me as your 
“If ever you are in trouble 


** Thank you,” she answered, holding out her 


hand to him in friendship. 


He took ic and raised it to his lips, and at 
ardstock 


‘* You make a very pretty pfcture !” cried the 
‘*Have you nearly done 


Both remained silent. The action had been 


innocent, but the interruption was so sudden 
that neither of them had a word to say. It was 
Lord Hardstock who first broke silence. 


“St. Quentin is only wishing your wife 


*‘good-night,’” said he, with a curious expres- 
sion in his face that culminated in a smile al- 
most Satanic in its w 


ay. 
‘*He chooses a —— lane way of doing so,” 
And then, turning to his wife, 
*““You had better go to your 
If you cannot behave yourself 


Now this was too much for Constance. The 


feeling of indignation against her husband, 
which she had only partially smothered owing 
to St. Quentin's words, burst forth again with 
tenfuld violence, and, quite unable to control 
herself, she said : 


“T will pass by your insulting suspicions, 


because they are tooridiculous to be answered ; 
but, as you order me to go te my room, I may 
as well tell you that it is my intention to leave 
you altogether. 
Bracing you. I have never done so, as you well 


You dare to talk of my dis- 


now. Forthe past six years I have borne 
your insults woke calumnies, until Ican bear 
them no longer. Your guests have been_wit- 
ness of what I have endured, and I had just 
told Mr. St. Quentin of my determination to 
leave you, when you entered the room.” 

** And pray, does Mr. St. Quentin accompany 
you?” asked her husband. 

** You have no right to make such an insin- 
uation,” said St. Quentin hotly. ‘‘I am leav- 
ing here to morrow, morning, but it is because 
I do not choose to stay in the house of a man 
who is lost to all self-respect and gentleman- 
like feeling.” 

‘* By —— you shall both leave the house to- 
night,” roared Armitage, mad with passion. 
* T must have been blind all this time not to 
bave seen what has been going on between you 


(Continued on Page 16) 











































































































Pin se sar 
mane remem. sgeenentin: i, 








Se ee ed 
Pe Py en nee 


ae 





Social and Personal. 
(Continued from Page Three.) 





orchestra furnished charming music, and the 


house was fragrant with elegant exotics. Mrs. 


and the Misses Wilkes and Miss Treble re- 
ceived the guests, among whom I noticed: Mrs, 
Chancellor Boyd, Mrs. Lamport, Mrs. H. H. 
Clarke, Mrs. H. Gooderham, Miss Cawthra, Mrs. 
Gurney, Mrs. Frank Smith, Mrs. Gunther, Mrs. 
Dr. Burns, the Misses Carty, Mrs. Beard, Mrs. 
Paul Campbell, Mrs. W. T. Aikins, Mrs. Robert 
Simpson, Mrs. John Downie, Mrs. George Cox, 
Mrs. George Kerr, Mrs. J. E. Grabam,'Mrs, W. 
J. Mitchell, Mrs. H. A. Massey, Mrs. Barrick, 
Mes. J. J. Foy, Mrs. Worts, Mrs. Smart and 


many others. 
* 


A smoking convert will be held at the Na- 

The 
guests are invited by the members of the 
club. Mr. George Mutton, the indefatigable 
has arrangements com- 


tional Club on Monday evening next. 


secretary-treasurer, ; 
pleted for a most enjoyable evening. 


Miss Nellie Lennox, who is studying medi- 
cine and surgery in Cleveland, will spend the 
Xmas holidays at her home at 40 Beaconsfield 


avenue. 


* 


Rev. J. P. Lewis leaves on Thursday next for 


an extended tour in Europe. 
* 


Toronto charities ard social circles have lost 


a well known friend in Mrs. David Blain, who 
Her good 


died on Thursday morning last. 


deeds were done so unostentatiously that many 
passed unrecorded save in the grateful hearts 


of the recipients. 


Mrs. Charles Thompson and her daughter, 
Miss Julia, of College. street, have been visit- 
ing at Schenectady, N.Y., for several weeks. 


They were guests at the wedding of Miss 


Sallie Dickson, niece of Mrs. Thompson, and 
will return to Toronto on Monday next. 


. 
‘ 


Mrs. Bendelari and family will spend the 
Xmas holidays with her brother, Mr. Wortk- 
ington, in Cleveland. 5 


The Toronto Bicycle Club intend giving an 
evening at their club house, on Jarvis street, 
next Wednesday, when a very interesting pro- 
gramme will be presented to their guests. 





Edelweiss. 


EFORE a roaring 
Christmas tide 
fire in the great 
hall sit two 
young girls. One 
is pretty and 
petite, the other 
is tall and fair 
with just a little 
touch of stateli- 
ness in her man- 
ner. No one 
could fail to love 

each of the girls, but differently—much differ- 

ently. Pretty Winnifred makes one think of 
pleasant, home like, earthly things; fair Ger- 
trude draws one straight to Heaven. 





Both giris are working busily at evergreens. | 


Winnifred breaks the silence by sighing, ‘“‘ How 
I wish we had some real English holly—but 
Oh! Oh! for a bunch of mistletoe.’ 

**Never mind, dear, ourown Canadian rowans 
do very well for the holly—and asfor the mistle- 
toe, see, I have managed to save a bunch of 
snowdrops, excellent substitutes my dear, I 
assure you, and we willallow them all the privi- 
leges of your longed for mistietoe.” 

*‘ Why True, what a treasure you are to be 
sure—I for one would never have dreamed of— 
Oh, herecomesTom! Justin time, my brother! 
Won't you help us put up the last of our ever- 
greens? Have you had supper? Is it snowing 
fast? Will there be sleighing to morrow?” 

Tom Westburn laughed at this shower of 


questions rained on him in such quick suc- 
Depositing his 


riding whipin acorner, he proceeds to leisurely 


cession by his pretty sis‘er. 


take off his snowy greatcoat, then meekly says: 
* Yes, ma’am,Ill help you with pleasure. I 
have had supper, thank you. It is snowing, and 
I think we will have sleigh : 

‘Dear me, Tom,” breaks in Winnie, ‘‘ don't 
take time to answer all my questions, but 
do please come and help me festoon this over 
the mantel, and then after we are through you 
must te)l us a story.” 

Very good to look at is this Tom Westburn of 
ours. Tall he is and broad and dark. His face 
is lit by honest, kindly eyes, and a most charm 
ing smile flits frequently across it Not a 
lady’s man at all, in one sense ; perhaps in an- 
other he is, for all women trust Tom Westburn 
from the moment they see his eyes, his smile— 
and hear him speak. By all men, too, is Tom 
respected and beloved. 


The evergreens are hung—even the mistletoe | 


(?) is placed to suit fair Winnie’s fancy. 

‘Tom, draw up that settle, here—and put 
that chair just exactly there—and now fetch 
that footstool and put it beside the chair—so ! 
True, dear, sit in that chair ; Tom, you take 
the settle ; I’m going to make myself comfort 
able on the stool; and now, Tom, begin and 
tell us just the nicest, most appalling goblin 
story you know.” 

Thus “ settled ” Tom begins: 

** Once upon a time, long, long ago, in those 
very trees outside the door, dwelt the Goblins 
of the Pines. These little midgets loved a 
stormy night, for then they held high carnival, 
and many a trick would they play on both good 
and bad alike. On quiet nights the mothers 
rocked their little ones to sleep with cradles of 
pine needles and lullabies of soft, weird pine 
music.” Andon and on went Tom, weaving— 
weaving —fancy after fancy, till even True held 
her breath, and Winnie's eyes grew larger than 

‘their wont. 

We will leave them there, friends, and look 
@ little farther into the lives of these three 
young people. 
“Td begin with Gertrude Arbuthnot. She is 
‘the only child of wealthy parents, living at 
‘some distance from the home of the West- 
‘burns, (Ao a large party is to be given on 
“Christmas eve at Manor House, Gertrude has 
come over the day before to help Winnie with 


her preparations. 
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but now she too is dead, and Tom and Winnie 
are left alone. 

Tom has been away from his home a great 
deal, first at school and college, afterwards 
going to an uncle in Switzerland. This uncle 
died and then Tom got word that the aunt at 
home was dead, so he left the land of moun- 
tains and lakes, of glaciers and verdure, and 
sailed away across the sea to his Canadian 
home among the p’nes. 

It was nearly a year after Tom reached home 
before he met Gertrude Arbuthnot—she had 
been visiting friends at a distance—and when 
he did he straightway likened her to that 
flower of Switzerland's glaciers, the Edelweiss. 
When Winnie heard of it she said, ‘“* Why, 
Tom, how queer! At school we often called her 
our ‘ Edelweiss!’” 

As time rolled on Gertrude and Tom saw 
much of each other. Gertrude held such sweet, 
simple fancies of life and people that Tom 
could not help being drawn to her. But he did 
not love her—ah! no. He tried to make him- 
self think he did, but it was no use. Why he 
should so try was a puzzle to himself. 

With Gertrude it was otherwise. She could 
not help loving Tom from the moment she first 
saw him; he seemed to hold a power over her 
life. 

But listen, Tom is finishing his story ; he is 
saying, ‘And in that Christmas-tide of long 
ago the fairies left these pines—they left, but 
promised to come back at the same time every 
year and sing their songs of mirth and peace 
to all who cared to hear them. Come, girls, it 
is nearly twelve o'clock, just time to hear the 
fairies, and then to rest for to morrow’s ball.” 

Tom picked up a couple of shawls and led the 
girls out into the night. The snow had stop- 
ped talling and the stars shed down clear and 
frosty radiance from above. 

“Now, listen!” The snow-clad branches 
swayed, and swaying it seemed as though the 
fairies were wafting through them the message 
of old, ‘‘Peace on earth, good will to men.” 
With that message ringing in their ears the 
three young people come in and close the door. 
Rest falls on all. 

The morning dawns clear andcold. Thereis 
capital sleighing, and prospects are bright for 
the ball at Manor House to-night. All day 
Winnie and True hurry round, giving the last 
few touches to everything. When evening 
closes in they both retire to dress, and presently 
they trip downstairs together, both in white 
frocks, square cut and sharp-waisted. A white 
rose nestles in Winnie's dark locks, and in 
Gertrude’s fairer hair, here and there, a spray 
of smilax glimmers. 

Tom meets them at the foot of the stairs and 
with solemn mien conducts them to the center 
of the drawing-room where hangs the mistletoe. 
There his gravity forsakes him, and saucily he 
claims the privilege of the sacred berry of the 
Druids. 

The ball is over. A success it has been de- 
cidedly, but not an eventful ballat all. Noone 
has met his fate. Winnie has met hers long 
ago in the shape of a Mr. Fred Grant. Tom 
bas not met his: and Gertrude—about her 
methinks we must needs be silent. 
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MONTREAL. 


The musical season may be said to have 
opened on pia | evening of Jast week with 
the first of the Mendelssohn biennial concerts, 
and it was most fittingly ushered in, toc. 
These concerts are always looked upon as 
among the best of the season's musical treats, 
and that of Friday evening was no disappoint- 
ment in this respect. The concert was held in 
the Windsor hal!, and the audience, which 
filled every seat in the spacious auditorium, 
was made up of the elite and critical portion of 
the Montreal public. The choir was in excel- 
lent form, and the several choral numbers, 
which were of such a nature as to require 
marked musical .talent for their execution, 
were rendered with rare merit and taste. Par- 
ticular features, of the choral work were 
the quality of the voices, their harmoni- 
ous blending, the painstaking care for 
details, all of which were directed in 
a way to appeal to the most refined and 


Winter and spring have passed away, and 
summer is at hand. One day as Gertrude and 
Winnie have been laying their plans for the 
hot weather, Winnie says, ‘‘ Look here, True, 
do you remember Alice Dunbar?” 

**Why ofcourse I do—what a dear little thing 
she was, to be sure.” 


“Just what I think. Now listen. Tom | ¢ritical feeling. The numbers selected for 
has got to fall in love with her—got to— | choral work were A. J. Caldicott’s Out on the ‘ 
do you hear? And you must help me manage —— ae Mendelssobn's AT 
+I? ss udge me, . einberger’s Mystic Lske, 
it! Gertrude caught her breath sharply, but Sir Arthur Sullivan’s Evening (part song), 99 YONGE STRE 
Winnie rattled on. Gade’s Summer Night (part song), Alfred 
** You see, True, you can manage it this way. | Dre fests Syeinas wag tye song), and the 
7 . < all tk metrical version from the Hungarian of Anton 
When you ask a nose other people for the Dvoriak’s Praise Jehovab. It will thus be seen iS NOW ON 


summer, you can ask Al'ce along with them; 
then you must ask Alice to sing some night 
when Tom is there—he can’t resist her voice, I 


that the programme was varied enough to 
give ample scope to the artists. But 
much as was the work of the choir ap- 
preciated, that of Madame Lillian Nordica, 





This is assuredly the best chance ever offered the public of 


ae 








know—then he'll marry her, and I will have 
him off my mind,” and Winnie heaved a sigh 
of relief, as though Tom’s marriage were 
already accomplished. Gertrude complied 
with all Winnie’s requests, for what else could 


sheco? Her heart was sore, but how sore no 
one willever know. She kept her sorrow to 
herself. 


The drawing-room of Gertrude’s home is 
filled with guests. At the plano is seated a 
dainty figure clad in white. The girl's face is 
beautiful, but no one thinks of that—she is 


singing, and as she sings all other voices are 
still—entranced, the people listen. 


Tom Westburn is standing close beside Ger. 
trude, near a curtained alcove. As Alice's 
sweet voice soars and fills the room, Gertrude 
glances at Tom. Tom loves music passionately 
and True sees it all—he loves Alice Dunbar. 

Winnie’s wish will be fulfilled. 


Twelve years have passed since that night 
we first saw Alice Dunbar in Gertrude’s draw- 
ing-room at Toe Dell. Winnie is married long 
ago. Gertrude is still Gertrude Arbuthnot— 
still Winnie’s Edelweiss. 

At the door of The Dell a child is ringing the 
bell, and presently we hear him ask for ‘‘ Miss 
Arbuffnot, please.” ‘* Miss Arbuffnot” appears, 
and tie child proffers a bunch of roses, “ With 
mother’s love, Miss Arbuffnot.” : 

“Thank you, dear, so much; will you not 
stay and take lunch with me? I am alone to- 
day.” 

‘*No, thank you, Miss Arbuffnott. Mother 
said to hurry, so I think I had better go now. 
Good-bye, Miss Arbuffnot.” 

‘Good-bye, dear child; come again to see 
me.” And the door closes on little Tom West- 
burn. 

That evening Tom says to his mother: 
** Mother, what is that pretty name you and 
Aunt Winnie sometimes call my Miss Arbuff. 
not! I can't pronounce it, mother; but what 
does it mean?” 

The mother answers: 
Snow.” 


‘‘Darling—Pure as 
Lena V. MILLoy. 





Long-headed. 


** You seem jolly.” 

**T feel jolly.” 

* Your horse must ‘a’ come in first.” 

*“*No; last. That's just what makes me feel 
80 jolly. I backed another man’s horse this 


trip.” . 






the soprano soloist of the occasion, and who 
is just now sharing honors with Patti 
and Albani, surpassed it. This was the occa- 
sion of Madame Nordica’s first appearance in 
Canada, and everybody was on the qui vive to 
see and catch a note from the lips of one of 
London’s latest sensations in the world of 
song. 

Much was expected of her, of course, and it 
is quite safe to say that she fully met the ex- 
pectations of those who had the good fortune 
to hear her on Friday evening. 

Madame Nordica possesses a voice of great 
sweetness and power, cultivated to a rare 
degree of excellence by art. Her enunviation 
is as near perfection as one could expect in a 
vocalist. Her personality is striking and her 
manner dramatic enough to give to her singing 
a finished effect. 

She was advertised to appear three times 
according to the programme, but the audience 
were ¢0 emphatic in their insistence on her 
return after each number that they wouldn't 
accept a courtsy, pretty as she might make it, 
and she had to respond at least twice to re- 
peated ercores. 

It is something for any artist to be proud of 
when by virtue of her talent she compels com- 
parison with Albani, and you may be sure that 
in this city where that great prima donna 
is almost worshipped, people are very 
slow to acknowledge that she has a peer, 
but I heard more than one of Albani’s 
devoted idolators say that Nordica was 
at least almost Albani’s equal. Her selections 
were Aria, La Reine Sabe ; Gounod’s Aria, Re- 
joice Greatly ; Handel's Messiah solo, Polacca, 
Esmeralda, A.Goring Thomas, For her encores 
she sang Gottschalk’s O Loving Heart, and the 
Polonaise from Mignon. 

Mr. Gould is to be congratulated on the suc- 
cess of the concert, both for the admirable work 
done by the choir which again bears witness 
to his ability as a director, and to his fine musi- 
eal touch, and for introducing to us such a 
gifted artist as Madam; Lillian Nordica. 

i am but repeating the remark which I have 
heard many a theater-goer drop, when I say 
that the Academy of Music has been graced 
the past week with one of the finest companies 
that has ever trodden its histrionic boards, 

This company is the Pitou Stock Company, 
and is composed of some of the best artists 
known to the American drama. 

Iam pleased to note that the company has 
been liberally patronized, which gives the lie 
direct to those croakers who are forever and 
eternally telling us that dramatic merit is not 
appreciated in Montreal. The manager 
says that he is greatly pleased with 
the neoepten the company has met with 
he e, and as atest of his sincerity it may be 
said they have prolonged their stay by another 
w . 

In this connection I pause to note that the 
first night saw a rather thin house. 

The following morning one of the dramatic 
critics scored the advance equate of snide 
shows, saying that their nauseating flattery of 
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companies which had proven worthless bad 
succeeded in working suspicion in the public 
mind, and had made theater goers “ akeery ” 
about attending a first night's performance a 
fear of being taken in. 

I surmise, if I may be permitted to 
say it, that, considering the sanctum 
from which such an opinion emanated, 
that the fault doesn’t altogether lie with the 
advance sgent. If the critic himself were 
more ofa critic and less of a flatterer, the pub- 
lic would have more confidence in the utter- 
ances of his paper's dramatic column. But 
then he is not altogether at fault. I know the 
disabilities under which he labors. The dra. 
matic is controlied by the advertising column. 

Opera (comic) ruled the favorite at the 
Queen's last week, with Pauline Hall as the 
bright particular star of the company. 

In the early part of the week Madame Favart 
was the bill and it would have been well for 
both the reputation of the company and man- 

ement of the house if it hen 1 remained the 
bill for the entire week. 

Instead, however, a rank burlesque of La 
Belle Helene, another of Otfenbach’s creation, 
was substituted on Friday. With Madame 
Favart, Pauline and her company made a good 
imp , a8 the music was good, the dia- 
logue bright and witty, and the comedy much 
above the average of comic operas, and the 


parts were well taken and’ably supported. 

But on Friday night! Oh, what o fall! It 
was a descent from the sublime to the ridicu- 
lous, All that the company had been commend- 
ed for in the matter of avoiding the objection- 
able features of buffoonery and horse play, they 
seem to have rushed madly into in La Belle 
Helene. Asa consequence of their folly they 
have left behind them an impression that js 
bound to tell in any future engagements they 
The Misses W 
« the Misses Warner, daughters of Professor 
and Mrs, Neil Warner, have joined the Pauv- 
line Hall Opera Company. hey are bright 
anf charming girls, and have had the advan- 
tage of exceptional stage instruction under the 


| tuition of both their father and mother. They 


appeared for the first time with the company 
on Friday, December 18, in the skirt daees. 
and ecoredatriumph. Apart from local en- 
neem, which would naturally prevail on 
the oceasion of their debut here, they have de- 
cided merit and talent, which are bound to at- 
tract attention abroad. ANDANTE, 
RR ERNERIRE eG cman 

Mr. Tupper—It is the early bird that catches 

ite worm. 
obnny Tuprer—That’s so; but it is the little 

birds that stay at home sleeping in the nest 
that get the worm to eat. 
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The above coupon must accompany every grapho- 
logical study sent in. The Editor requests corres- | 
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Luct.us,—No coupon enclosed. 

Pansy.—Q 10tations are not studied. 

JonaTHaN.—A fine study, what there is of it, but, my 

brother, you forgot the coupon. 

Luripa —If you’ve been reading this paper for six months 
= have noticed the rules regarding graphologi:al 
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"Varsity Chat. 


HE senators in their wis- 
dom have admitted the 
College of Pharmacy to 
affiliation with us. On 
the same evening again 
they shook up in a box 
the subjects of study on 

we the arts curriculum, and 
a’ter drawing out a few slips loudly pro- 
claimed that a glorious change had been 
wrought in the curriculum and that it was, 
like the worldin general, approaching perfec- 
tioa. The degrees of B. A., M. A,, LL. B., 
etc., ete., can still be obtained on single course, 
however, provided a proper choice is made. 
Some call it the political science course, others 
the law course. By taking it under the first 
nan? it leads to the acquisition of many capital 
ietters; by the second name it leads only to 


your papa this et 
over with your hat. 


take cold as you are. 





C, P. R, agent. 
ET 


Bingham’s Pharmacy, 100 Yonge street. 


THoRN.—Ycu have some ideality, suffi ient candor, truth 
and love of order. You are neither h nor des- 
pondent, rather -tempered, with some refinement and 
culture, a pleasant companion and a constant friend. 


AmapgA —You are impulsive and amiable, fond of fun 


‘“*Not to any extent, 


nobleman asks her to marry.” 


Mr. Cameso—Good-morning, Bessie. How’s 


Bessie—He ain’t te yet. Mamma sent me 

ou left it on the hitch- 
ing-post out by the gate after you left the card 
party, and she says the post ain’t as liable to 


Are you thinking of spending Christmas in 
Detroit or Chicago? If so, be sure to travel 
via C. P. R., who are offering round trip tickets 
for single fare on December 23 and 24, good to 
return until January 6,’92. See the nearest 


Undoubtedly the largest assortment of the 
very latest things in Christmas novelties, per- 
fumes and toilet requisites may be seen at 


‘* Does your daughter speak the languages?” 
e he can say ‘yes,’ 
though, in five of 'em, in case any foreign 


NIGHT. 


Or the best quality and fini 





WEDDING CAKES 


sh SHIPPED with care to ALL 


PARTS OF fHE DOMINION. 
Choice sets of Silver Cutlery and China for hire. 


LL. B. 


* 

My friend **X” has written to the’ Varsity 
as follows: “That the warning, Let us see 
that our University does not lose its National 
Character, in the article on University Exten- 
sion, is most opportune will be easily seen from 
ths following occurrence: One evening last 
wk, while enjoying the pleasure of society, I 
hai what migkt be called an ‘eye-opening con- 
versation’ with » young lady. The mare out- 
liny of it will suffice. Did she attend the 
‘Varsity? Yes, she attended the University. 
Too other usual questions were responded to 
thus, viz.: thatshe graded the first year and 
was taking a general course. I concluded that 
sho was @ pass§man, and remarked that a 
gooily number of lectures would be her por- 
tion. Oh, no! she had only one lecture a week, 
ani that on Saturday at three o'clock. I 
im gine that she cannot appreciate, as Studdi- 


o3us Infelix did, the following lines : 
O'er the student is set : 
The sharp-syed M>Kim ; 
Bat ’tis we who do pluck him— 
What care we for him? 


That one could think that ‘a few intermit- 


tons classes’ were equal to ‘a genuine Univer- 
sity traiaiag,’ tempted m3 almost to enquire 
whon Miss Uadergraduate would go up for her 
B.A. dezree, bat I refrained for fear she would 
th'nx ths que stion’a little to0 previous. How- 
ever, I believe I drew a distinction between 
the popalar and the true significance of a 
Uaiversity training.” 


To awist the general com mittee of the L‘ter- 
arty Society in making arrangements for the 






















though rather quiet in manner, a little impatient of detail 

fond of your own way, not too careful about little 
things, with some gifss of imagination and optimism and a 
very tactful manner. A person no doubt able to make and 
hold friends. 


Mayais —You are decided, impetuous, full of plans and 
given to fancies that sometimes fade into thin air. Wasted 
effort, whether of thought or action, shows in places. It 
may be restless and futile ambition. You are careful in 

speech and fond of mirth, have some original wit and alter- 
nations of hope and the reverse. Are refined in taste and 
though hasty not at all ill-tempered. 

OCaro.—You are self-willed, impulsive, tenacious, rather 
fond of society, refined , careful, and oan fully appreciate 
lif s’s good things. You will always look out for numbar 
one and never sacrifice anything to sentimental vagaries. 
Your nature is a little pee to despondency, but-you have 
= and endu ike many another refined woman, 

‘ond what your friends give you credit for. aw 

ANGLER —Here is 4 bright and companionable creature 

= of his io ponents liked in ae good 
per, adapta é impulse, sense of proportion, 
love of all besutitat tings, probably also of mane, decided 
reistence and éxcellent judgment are shown in the easy 
nes of his chirography ; generosity and self-esteem are 
prominent, and large ity for planning and carrying 
out plans. A very al hand. ‘ee 

Tror —This is an original but not an attractive hand, 
save for a certain strength and honesty. Writer has good 

wers of imagination and rather lacks judgment, is warm 
n affzction, but not happy in expraesion. She lacks fine 
intuition and sympathy, but is really kind and considerate, 
would be influenced more by the head than the heart, and 
would probably allow advice tosway her more than she 
really should. Atthe same time is worthy of all respact 
and consideration for her many admirable q 1alities.! ss 


A. Stanuey.—Another belated study. I hops all such 
will acoept very humble apologies. This writing shows 
immense ideality. If this writer is of a devotional frame 
of mind she will experience all the higher j>ya of religion. 
Her determination is good, she is opsnhearted, affaction- 
ate, confidi 1g and fond of society, not necessarily fashion- 
able society, out-social intercourse. Would be devoted to 
her own le and kind and considerate of others, a little 
— but, though touchy, also forgiving, original in 
me Lb 


CirkituA —1 I begin to think I must have missed a mail 
last i for several studies have come in with th: same 
complaint as yours. All the July studies were finished 
some time ago. 2 Your writiog shows adaptability, 
sequence of thought, some intuition, tenacity and energy. 
You are not very self-assertative, have a good temper, 
some reserved power, are not very generous, not yet deci- 
sive in your actions and thoughts, have slight imagination 































BABYS : : 
: STOCKING 


‘* Hang up the baby’s stocking, 
Be sure you don’t forget ; 

The dear little dimpled darling 
Never saw Christmas yet. 

‘* But I’ve told him all about it, 
And he opened his big blue eyes ; 
I’m sure he fully expects it, 

He looked so cunning and wise.” 


Yes, even Baby’s require- 
ments have not been over- 
looked by us. Here's our evi- 
dence! Sterling Silver Spoons 
from $1 to $6 each: Gold 
Rings—ever so tiny—from 
60c. to $5 each; Dress But- 
tons 75c. to $8 per set; Bib 
Pins 4oc. to $10 each ; Rattles 








HARRY WEBB, 447 Yonge St., Toronto, Ont. 


MeKendry’s Greeting 


TO THE 


READERS OF SATURDAY NIGHT 








Bijou Camera 
Price $1.00 


The Most Attractlve Christmas 
Present of the Season 


Complete Photographic Outfit with Book of Instruc- 
tions. Can be had from the dealers throughout Canada, or | 


ATKINSON BROS. 


14 Front Street West . . TORONTO 


[SUCKLING & SONS, | 2? Bang: Hore We aro Again! 


MUSIC ati tories. 
cKendry Once More on 
IMPORTERS. the War Path 


“CAPTAIN THERESE 


OPERA COMIQUE, 


CANADIAN COPYRIGHT EDITION 


Of the following Vocal Numbers: 
The Song of the Butterfly, 503.; Sweet Therese, 
500; Captain Therese Waitz, 75c.; Captain 
Therese Lancers, 750.; Vocal S.ore, $1.50; 
Piano Score, 900. 


Having just completed the fixing up for 
Christmas of our Elegant Basement Bazar, we 
are prepared to offer to the readers of Satur- 
DAY Nicut the choicest assortment of Christ- 
mas Novelties ever classed together under one 
107 YONGE STREET - TORONTO roof. Lighted by electricity, carpeted and com- 

fortably furnished, it presents a very pleasing 
appearance to the worn-out purchaser who is 


NOTICE sick of the shoppy look of the surrounding 


A specialist will be in attendance during the holiday sea- | Stores. 
son for consultation, Fras or CHARGER, in case of defactive . 
Our Bazar is fitted up, 


sight, due to errors of refraction and accommodation at 


MICHAEL’S THE OPTICIANS, | ot only to sell our goods, 









75c. to $15 each ; Silver Cups 
$1 to $25 each; Knife, Fork 
and Spoon sets 75c. to $12 
each ; Silver Thimbles, Pow- 


and some taste for the beautiful, are caretul and a little 
dispo ed so doubt. Altogether a veiled study. 


Lamont —1. I was much interested in your letter and 
hope your patience is not exhausted waiting for an answer 
2. Your writing shows concentration, ambition, sense of 
humor, and some wit, you are painstaking and thorough 
in method, persevering, prudent, candid and just. Most of 


“conversa‘te,” tha following have been ap- 
p)'nted: Graduates, Mr, W. F, W. Creelman, 
M:. W. W. Vickers, Mr. T. A. Rowan, Mr. W. 
H. Irving, Mr. J. E, Jones, Mr. W. S. W. Me- 
Liy, Mc. A. T. Thompson, Mr. A. Stewart, Mr. 





‘ . | your liaes give the impression of vigor and liberality of der Boxes Necklets, Hai 
John MeNichol, and Mr. Theo, Coleman ; thought, Geant you comnetianes give way twoune prej ante Soi 23 
undergraduates, fourth year, Mr. James A, | in certain lines. Your own self knowledge will explain Brushes, Lockets, Bowls, 


this more fully. 3. You are wrong in your supposition as 
to sex of the person referred to. Should be giad to hear 
from you a. 

Bessiz —You are an original sort of a person, with pecu- 
liar opinions, ideas and practises. You've got a temper 
and very decided likes and dislikes, you don’t wear your 
heart upon your sleeve, area little narrow in sympathy, 
fond cf a joke, your sense of humor is keen and you are 
persevering in effort, and can be relied on to fixish what 
you begin. I should think you a nervous subject, but not 
s2ifishly so. You are a complex character, force and weak- 
ness being side by side. I think you would transgress 
many of the formal conventionalities if they irked you, 
and be generally iadependent of them. 

Groros 1V.—This writing shows a thoroughly live char- 
acter, capable of egy epj »yment and corresponding 
amount of pain. e@ energy is strong, determination 
good, temper a little crochetty but not actually bad, per- 
sistence is a feature which with ambition will probably 
land the writer at the top of the tree He has strong 
opiaions, some obstinacy, very good judgment and only 
imagination enough to redeem him f-om a of idealism, 
he is fond of company, a g00d conversationalist, versatile 
and trained to self-control, has good intuitive perception 
and epj ye beauty. Lady Gay says the semi-detached took 
some time in transit but reached her at last. —— 

H. A. G.—This is another lost letter come to light. It is 
dated August 11. Please forgive the unintentional delay. 
Edwin Drood was never fisished, though several suggested 
fixishes to it were made hy writers in the early seventies. 
It is always pab‘ished jist as it was lefs by its lamented 
author. I am told that the diffi ulty arises only from one 
character, which puzz'es those who to arrange a con- 
clusion. 2. Your writing shows strength, perception, hope, 
ambition, adaptability and some sympathy. You are 
tenacious and a little exacting, not markedly origiaal, 
rather given to rule and rote, prudent, caref1l and strong 
and true in aff zction. 


Coou.—Your study has not been overlooked for the 
simple reason that I never saw it. 2. A woman's chief 
charm in man’s eyes depends entirely on what sort of man 
you mean. Some men can be rendered savages by an ill- 
cooked dinner, some nervous eubjecte are driven to d r- 
ation by au ill-controlled tongue, some rendered reckless 
by m'strust. To suit these three types of cranks, a diffr- 
eat charm would be required, and you will fiad that the 
man who discourses about woman’s chief charm generally 
gets a reality that isfacfrom hie ideal. I have asked a 
great many very learned and experienced men but have 
failed to strike enough opinions ia unison to give you any 
one charm asthe most essentia!. One man said it was to 
know how to speak and how to listen, another that it was 
to properly value her own sweet self, a third to be born 
without a temper, another to cook well, and so on, with a 
variety that was bewildering. 3. Your writing shows 
originality, determination, some eelf-love, and belief in 
your own jadgment which needs modification. You are 
very fond of your own way, though not unduly self-assert- 
ive, have a mixture of reserve and confidingness which 
shows you a little capricious. You would not lightly aban- 


M:L2an, Mr. J. H. Lamerit, Mr. J. A. Cooper, 
Mr, J. Tennant, Mr. Duncan C. Ross, Mr. G. E. 
McCraney and Mr. R. H. Knox; third year, 
Mr. F. B. R. H2llems, Mr. R. S. Strath, Mr. E. 
B. Horne, Mr. V. McDougall, Mr. L. A, Moore 
and Mr. P. White; second year, Mr, E, Gillis, 
Mr. W. M. Boultbee, Mr. W. A. Gilmour, Mr, 
C. A. Moss and Mr. J. T. Blyth; first year, Mr. 
R. Robertsoa, Mr. J. McCarthy and Mr. T. E. 
Wilsoa. Th2classand othersocieties will also 


appoint represen‘atives to assist ia the work, 
* 


At the public meeting of the Knox College 
M ssionary Society addresses were delivered 
by the chairman, Mr, William Gould, B. A., on 
The Choice of Our Life Work, Mr. Eshoo, a 
Parsian, on L'fe in Persia, and Rev. A. B. Win- 
chester, B. A,, oa Our Chiaese Rolations. The 
hall was crowded, a large proportion of those 
pressnt being ladies. Mr, Eshoo’s adiress was 
listenad to with much interest. He will com- 
plete his course in the college and return to his 
native land, where he will labor in the gospel 
field. . 


The Wycliffe College At Home last week was 
acouplete success. Among the guests vresent 
wore Sie Casimir Gzowski, Sir Daniel Wilson, 
Mr. S. H. Blake, Q.C., Rev. Saptimus Jones, 
Rsv. Me, DasBarres, Rov. H. S. ani Mes, Bald- 
win, Ven. Archdeacon Boddy, Rv. Bernard 
Bryan, Rev. Canon O'Meara, Lis2ut.-Col. ard 
M-s. Jonas, Rev. and Mes. H.C. Dixon, Dr. and 
Mrs. Milman, Major and Mrs. Laigh. 

* 


Food Pushers, and innumer- 
able other lines admirably 
adapted for Baby. If we can- 
do this much for the children, 
you may imagine what can be 
done for the ‘children of 
larger growth.” We will not 
attempt to enumerate the 
really choice articles we show 
for all ages and conditions of 
life, but wish you would make 
it a point to inspect our win- 
dow display, or better still, 
call in and examine our stock, 
and be convinced that we 
show the BEST ever seen in 
Toronto. 


RYRIEBROS. 


JEWELERS 
Cor. Yonge and Adelaide Sts. 


At tha Referendum last week capital papers 
were read by Mr. Miller Lash and Mr. Sidney 
Woosis, The former compared the judicial 
system of Canada with that of the United 
States, and the latter dealt with the Act of 
Ucioa, 1940. The papera were highly com- 
mended by the presiding lecturer and members 





don a acheme, have some imagination, but lack fine percep- ALFRED Court Violoncellist to 
of the class. a tion and tact. You are anxious to doand think rightly, and the 
are more inclined to do to dream, but you lack 
A dramatic club to be knowa as “ Cap and | eqasne of ougns sod ure of manne dim lt mag et Puigare ot 
B:lls” has 9 ee at a ee have a certain power. COURT PIANIST Gemany 
leze with the following officers :—Prof, Baker, Ag 
5 On Monday. December 21, the most success- 
hoaorary president; Mr. S. J. Robertson, pre- | ¢4) comic opera ever written since the days of and.cacal talent 
sident ; Me. W. L. Coulthard, vice-president ; | Erminie will be produced at the Academy, with 
Mr. P, Waite, secretary ; Mr. C. S. Wooi, | the erigins! east that pete the jong rae of four TO THE PAVILION 
: ? E . | months last summer at Palmer's theater, New 
treasurer ; Messrs. eee. a TL beret | York. Digby Bell, the comedian, has ‘made "Thursday, Jan. 7 
in, L A, Moore, J. Bato, ar - oe 8. | the hit of his lifein the part of Muley Hassan, EMPERORS 
Lt s », 


in The Tar and Tartar, and Marion Manola, the 
charming little prima donna, who ever since 
her first appearance has been the only one to 
contest the rights of Lillian Russell as the 
queen of comic opera in New York, is also with 
the company, which iccludes“Laura Joyce Bell, 
Hubert Wilke, Fred Frear, Josephine Knapp, 
Hilda Hollins, Maud Hollins, Charles Wayne, 
and alarze chorus of sixty people. The com: 
pany will bring its own scenery and costumes, 
which are the same as used in the New York 
production, and are said to be gorgeous in 
coloring and strikingly effective in design. 
The story deals with the trials ofa shipwrecked 
tar aggravated by his tartar wife. The book is 
said to be exceedingly bright and witty, while 
the music is catchy and melodious. Infact, it is 
ust the sort of an attraction for Christmas week, 
ing brimful of fuo, melody and color, and 
presents a lot of pretty, shapely girls in effective 
costumes, This engagement of The Tar and 
Tartar will mark a new era in Toronto amuse. 
ments, as itis the tirst time a great New York 
success has ever reached Canada during the 
first flush of its triumph. 


This is Accurate ! 


A reference to our advertising columns will 
show the exceptional bargains which Frank S. 
T rt is offering for Christmas week. The 
stock of this lo books peng young business man 
is 8) cone selected and arranged in a manner 
to delight the eye and facilitate one’s choice of 
a Christmas gift. Mr. T: + publishes a very 
orm, orinagne of his fines Senne 

ewe sporting which may 
4 - at his place o siness. He sh 
o an immense trade during the next fortnight. 


committee, “ 


The class of "95held a social evening Saturday 
lass inthe Y¥.M.C, A. Mr. J. A. McArthur, 
president, occupied the cha'r. Songs were ren- 
dered by Mr. Shaw and by a quartette consist- 
ing of Messrs. Shaw, Robertson, McKay and 
Brown. Miss Dowd gaivea reading and Miss 
Allen a recitation. Refreshments: were served 
during the evening. There were about 150 
present, including a large number of the lady 
m3mbers of the class. 


OF 


50c, 


CHRISTMAS 
WEEK 
MONDAY 


Prof. McCurdy’s lecture on Saturday after- 
noon last on Cyrus the Great, was much appre- 
clatei, Sir Daniel Wilson will lecture to-day, 


Prof. Ashley’s new vook has been received 
with great favor in Great Britain. So high 
an authority as the Chancellor of the Ex- 
chequer, Right Hon. G. J. Goschen, has revom- 
mended the work in eloquent terms, 

JUNIOR. 


The Greatest New York Success 








A Cheap Trip to Detroit and Chicago, PREIENTEO BY THE 

The Canaiian Pacific railway are running a 
cheap excursion to Detroit and Chicago on De- 
clean 23 ang. 24, the mound trip Son ot fare, 
all tickets good to return un anuar. 
6, 1892, A our readers wee to Sond 
Christmas tn either of these cities s' cai take 
ad vantage of this offer. 


SPECIAL MATINEE XMAS 


lar matinee Saturday. Sale of seats 
cay, Docember 17, Prices 602, 755, $1 and $1. 60, 


GRUENPELD verse 


GRUENFELD 


Pricee, $1, 750. and 


Plan opens at Gour- 
lay, Wioter & Leem- 


Germany and Austria issn tsexta,"bs 
Academy of Music 


Hecomber 2k 
TAR AND TARTAR 


ASKIN & RORK OPERA CO. 


ine Thure- 


47 KING STREET EAST, TORONTO. 


ANADIAN 





PACIFIC Ky. 


but to be pleasurable and 
comfortable for our custo- 
| mers. 


THE BEST is the CHEAPEST | Bamboo at the Lowest Possible Prices 


se 0 SRD «ws 


YOU WILL BE SORRY IF YOU DO 
NOT GO TO 


DETROIT 


AND 


CHICAGO 


VIA CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY 


December 23 & 24 


RETURN UNTIL JANUARY Gth, 1892 


ROUND TRIP AT 


SINGLE FARE 


Apply te any Agent of the Company. 


KINDLING WOOD FOR SALE 


Thoroughly dry and delivered to any part of the city or 
any part of your premises at the following prices (pay 
when delivered), viz: 6 crates for $1; 13 crates, $2; 20 
orates, $3 A crate holds as much as a barrel. Senda 
post card to HARVIE & CO., 20 Sheppard Street, or go to 
your nearest Grocer or Druggist and telephone 1570. 


Ae 


q 


. Y. & 
cous ay \=) | = u By 
¥ RP 


100 &102 Bav STREET, 
—~-— TORONTO,—*— 





HEN wanting a carriage 
of any description don’t 
fail to call at our repository and 


see the LARGEST and FINES’ 


In our Basement Bazar 


Mothers bring the little ones around and 
give them an hour of solid fun. Musical 
Boxes, Mechanical Toys, &c., always going. 
See our 5ce., 10c. and 25c. Toy Counters. Pur- 
chasers from these counters save 100 per cent. 


Dry Goods and Millinery 
away down next week. 


Don’t forget Monday, Mc- 
Kendry’s Bargain Day. 


Mantles at Rock Bottom 
Prices—40 and 50 per cent. 
off all Mantles. 


McKENDRY'S2.()2 


6 Doors north of Queen on Yonge St. 


I have often given my friends advice how to 
dress correctly. The advice was always to go 
to 30me tailor in whom they had perfect confi- 
dence, and then let the tailor use his judgment 
in regard to the cloth, the color and the style 
of the garment. The result invariably is that 
the person is not only wel! dressed, but is 
dressed becomingly. I was forcibly reminded 
of this the other day as I stepped into Mr. H. 
A. Taylor's tailoring establishment on King 
street west. ‘Did you notice the gentleman 
who just left me,” said he. ‘‘ He has selected 
cloth for a suit of clothes which is among the 
oldest I have in stock. I advised him against 
the selection, showing him the new patterns I 
have just received. But to no purpose. Ho 
came here with. preconceived notions of select- 
ing cloth he had worn for years, and he wanted 
something very similar. The consequence is 
he will wear this winter what he wore last 
winter and the winter before. It is pretty 
cloth, but the pattern is old. He should have 
taken some of these new patterns. They are 
odd and exceedingly pretty. In suitings this 
coming winter the prevailing color will be all 
the shades of brown with small figures. In 
rough goods Scotch cheviots for business suits will be much 
worn. These cloths are al! dark colors, and as you can see 
for yourself are much prettier than we have had for years. 


display of all kinds of vehicles in For evening wear dark disgonale with fancy reste snd 


SUGGESTIONS 


FOR PRESENTS 








ight trousers are the correct thing. In trousering pro- 

nounced plaids will be in greater favor than last year. In 
fact, all the cloths this season have more life and the pat- 
terns are more pronounced than in years past. Dull colors 
and patterns,undoubtedly have seen their day.” Call and 
inspect at the old stand, No. 1 Rossin House Block. 


NOTICE 





A general meeting of the shareholders of tae Sheppard 


Dinner Sets.......... From $5.50 to $150 00 | Publishing Company (Limited) will be held at offices of the 


WN NE coves cs ..From 200 to 12500 
5 o’ Clock SetS From 350 to 3000 
Salad Sets.............. From 3.00:t0 15 00 


PEND CGI, on ssssevecese From 10.00 to 25 00 
Banquet Lamps... From 4.50 to 70.00 
Piano Lamps BSA astute From 600 to 50,00 


Table Lamps... From 1,50 to 1500 


Fancy Pieces of Art Pottery 
Fes Wks cveeats stOaeRRO All prices 


PANTECHNETHEC 


116 Yonge Street 


said company on 


Tuesday, December 29, 1891 
AT 3 O'CLOCK P,.M., 


When the annual statement will be presented and officers 


elected for the ensuing year. 
J. A. TAYLOR, Secretary. 


THE EDISON PHONOGRAPH 


Teronto District Agency, 12 King St. East 
PHONOGRAPHS FOR SALE OR LEASE 


THE PHONOGRAPH SOIREE is the latest novelty in 
N York drawing-rooms. We rent 
‘aneee 4 ttendants, for 








roh and entertainments. 
LADIES shouid visit our PHONOGRAPH PARLOR ‘on 
nected with the Agenoy. Handsomely and 
furnished Only 5) to hear any one of 200 choicest - 
oal and spoken records. 
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Constance. 


(Continued from Page 13) 


under my very nore ; but I am blind no longer. 

You can pack up your and be off—the 
ir of you—-and a good riddance of bad rub- 
ish!” 

**You do not know what you are saying,” 
said St. Quentin quietly. ‘‘When you are 
eober, you will regret your infamous accusa- 
tion,’ 

~ Armitage was sober enough to see you 
kissing his wife,” said Lord Hardstock care- 
lessly. ‘‘ You must admit, St. Quentin, that 
was not a very pleasant sight for him.” 

** No, it was an unpleasant one,” said the 
master of the house. ‘‘ But they can do their 
billing and cooing elsewhere in future ; they 
don’t stop another n'ght in this house. 

Then Constance walked up to her husband 
and said very calmly and quietly: ‘It was 
not my intention to oe to exonerate my- 
self, but, as you appear to be serious, | must do 
so. I had just told Mr. St. Quentin that my 
life was intolerable, and that I intended to 
leave you ; and he, in return, had said that he 
would always be my friend. On my honer, 
that is all that passed between us. At that 
moment you came io.” 

** 1 have no doubt that his friendship will be 
very valuable,” said Lord Hardstock. _ 

*At any rate you shall not enjoy it in my 
house,” said Armitage. ‘I have told you both 
to go, and I have nothing more to say.’ ; 

**T shall choose my own time for leaving 
your house,” said Constance proudly, ‘‘and I 
refuse to obey the orders of a drunken man.’ 

** You will soon seeif [ am drunk, and if lam 
not master in my house,” cried her husband. 
Then turning to Lo:d Hardstcck, he said: 
** Just ring the bell, there's a good fellow, will 
you?” 

The summons was immediately answered. 
A crowd of servauts, attracted by the noise, 
had clustered round the door—as servants will 
do on such unpleasant occasions—-and the 
butler. wearing a look of excessive innocence, 
and without betraying in the least degree that 
he imagined that anything was wrong, at once 
appeared. 

“Tell Pratt to pack up Mrs. Armitage’s 
things, and William is todo the same for Mr. 
St. Quentin,” said Armitage. ‘‘They are both 
leaving here to-night, and the brougham must 
be at the door in half an hour.” 

The butler withdrew, and Constance, with 
flaming cheeks, burst forth : ‘‘ How dare you 
so insult me before the servants! Lord Hard- 
stock, speak to him. He.may listen to you. 
Tell him that he is wrong; that Iam innocent.” 

**It is always a bad plan tointerfere between 
husband and wife,” said his lordship, with a 
smile. ‘I have nodoubt when the time comes 
you will be ab!e to exculpate yourself.” 

** You need not appeal to Lord Hardstock,” 
said Mr. St. Quentin; *‘ he is scarcely the per 
son to give anyone good advice. You must 
obey your husband, even though he is not 
sober. I will escort you to London. Once 
there, you can take the necessary steps to have 
your separation legally carried out.” 

“There's no question ofa separation,” said 
Armitage. ‘It shall be a divorce.” Then 
turning to his wife he continued: ‘* And —— 
giad I shall be to get rid of you and your 
tragedy queen aire.” 

“*IT wii take your advice, Mr. S*. Quentin,” 
said Constance, paying no attention to her 
husbacd’s last outburst ; and, so saying, she 
went out of the room. 

The poor lady had scarcely strengtao to 
climb the staircase. Bnt som-how or other 
she manazed to do it and went straight to her 
children's bedrooms and kissed them both, as 
they lay asleep all unconscious of their mother’s 
trouble. In less than half an hour she hai left 
the house. 


CHAPTER IIL 


From Greystone Park to the station was not 
a long drive, and Mrs. Armitage and her com- 
— managed to catch the last train to Lon 

on. 

**We had better not go up to town in the 
same carriage,” said Mr. St. Quentir. ‘‘ There 
is no saying what enormity Armitage may be 
guilty of with that ruffian Hardstock at his 
elbow, and it is b st to be prepared for every- 
thing.” Mrs. Armitage agreed, and conse- 
quently saw no more of Basil until the train 
steamed into Liverpool street. 

**1 will call and see you to-morrow, if you 
will allow me,” said Basil, as he put Constance 
into a hansom. 

“Of course. Iam going to old Mr. Bolder, 
my peoples lawyer, the first thing in the morn- 
ing—or rather as soon as I am dressed, for it’s 
morniog now—and after that I have nothingto 
de, Will you come and lunch at the Metropole? 
That's where I shall stay if I can find rooms.” 

**No, I think that would be unwise under all 

he circumstances and considering the kind of 
people that you will have tofight. And the 
fight is certain, rest assured of that.” 

** Well, perh:ps you are right,” said Con- 
stance wearily. ‘‘Anyhow, tell me when I 
may hope to see you.’ 

“*T will callin the afternoon about four, if 
that wi:l suit you.” 

‘**Perfectly,” answered Constance. ‘ Very 
well, then, I shall expect you at four. Tell the 
man, will you, to drive to the Me:ropoie? 
Good-bye.” 

Basil St. Quentin's feelin. sas he sat smoking 
in his chambers previous to turning in were of 
a mixed character. In the first place, he was 
exceedingly sorry for and deeply puined at the 
unmerited misfortune that had overtaken the 
only woman for whom he had ever really cared. 
But at the same time he could not fail to find 
pleasure in the reflection th-t Constance and 
her husband were doubtless now estranged for 
ever, and that should Mrs. Armi'age succeed 
in obtaining a divorce, he, Basil, would have 
an excellent chance of making her his wi e. 

Censtance Armitage ound rooms at the 
Metropole, but, although sorely in need of rest, 
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LADIES FURS. 


it, and the old lawyer returned to his tasx of 
worrying it with a relish. 

Mrs. Armitage, acting on Mr. Bolder’s ad- 
vice, drove immediately to Dr. Jacob Chat: 
win’s. Now Dr. Chatwin was a physician as 
kindly in nature as he was eminent in his pre- 
fession. The doctor known the poor lady 
ever since she was t years old, and was 
naturally much grieved at -the state in which 
he found her. Her nerves were strung to the 
highest pitch and she was trembling with ex- 
cicement, 

** My dear child,” said the doctor, patting 
Constance on the head as he used to do when 
she was a little girl inshort frocks. ‘‘ My dear 
child, your trouble is a men’al one, not a phys- 
ical one. Now sit down and tell me all about 
it.” 

Mrs. Armitage obeyed, andin a few minutes 
Dr. Chatwin knew the history of her unhappy 
married life. 

*“*Now the first thing that I must teil you 
Mrs. Armitage, is that you must not worry. I 
absolutely forbid it. Why, a good man is not 
worth worrying about, and as for a man like 
your husband, he is unworthy of a second con- 
sideration, The only thing to be decided—and 
that is a matter for your lawyers to attend tc— 
1s the best way to get rid ofh m, Life with a 
man of that description isa living death, and 
no woman skould be called upon to support 
such an existence. I have an only daughter, 
as you know, and [tell you what it is, Mrs. 
Armitage, I would rather see my child in her 
coffin than that she should be doomed to pass 
the remainder of her life with a jealous, 
drunken man.” 

“ [think youare quite right, Dr. Chatwin,’ 
said Constance. ‘‘ Anyhow, Iam to see Mi 
Boider again on Friday, and he will, of course 
do ail that is necessary. I feel I am quite safe 
in acting under his advice.” 

‘* Perfectly safe,” said Dr. Chatwin, who had 
begun to write out a prescription. “I have 
known Mr. Bolder for forty years, and a more 
thorough man of the world I never met. Now 
you have this made up at once,” handing a slip 
of paper to his patient. ‘and take it regularly 
till you see me again. You will tind that ic 
will put a little new life into you. Ifyou don’t 
find yourself better send for me or come here 
without delay. You know my hours, eleven to 
oneand after five. Good-bye. Cheer up and, 
above all, don’t worry.” 

Mrs. Armitage made her way baek to the 
Metropoie, ordered lunch but could scarcely 
eat a morsel when it came upon the table, 
Tnen she took up a book and tried to while 
away the time until Mr. St. Quentin should 
put in an appearance. She found it, however, 
quite impossible to concentrate her ideas, so 
she threw down the book and began to think. 
Her reflections, it need hardly be stated, were 
not of a very pleasant character. For the last 
three years, at all events, no ray of happiness 
had come into her life, excepting such as was 
derived from the companionship of her chil- 
dren. They, indeed, were. her only solace 
and now it was proposed to deprive her of 
their tender love. But the law could never 
allow this infamy to be perpetrated, Mr. 
Bolder would take care of that. She longed 
for Friday to come in order that she might 
learn what steps the old lawyer was taking 
and spur him on, if need be, to fresh exertions. 
Whatever it might cost, toth in trouble and 
money, she made up her mind to regain pos- 
session of the little ones. No tigress robbed of 
her whelps could have been more desperate, 
more determioed. 

While Constance was pondering over these 
things, the door opened and Basil St. Quentin 
was snownin. His face was very grave and he 
was evidentiy the bearer of intelligence of very 
serious import. He went upto her and shook 
hands. 

‘*T have brought you terrible news—very 
terrible news indeed—Mrs. Armitege,” he 
said, pointing to a newspaper which he laid on 
the table. ‘‘ Your husband is dead.” 

Mrs. Armitage sank down in a chair, but 
spoke no word. 

* It seems he had an apoplectic fit. But per- 
haps I had better read you what the paper 
says. It is only a short paragraph :—* Mr. 
Cyril Armitage, of Greystone Park, Norfolk, 
died suddenly this morning of apoplexy. The 
deceased gentleman, who was apparently in 
perfect heaith, shot yesterday with a party of 
fiienis whom he had been entertaining at 
Greys'one. Mr, Armitage was in his thirtieth 
year, and leaves a wife and two children,’” 

Then Mrs. Armitage spoke for the fir-t time 
and her voice was almost unnaturally calm. 
** My course is clear,” said she. ‘‘1 shall leave 
for Greystone at once.” 

** Yes, that will doubtless be the best. 
| I be« f any assistance ?” 

** No, thank you very much, I think not. And 
now, Mr. St. Quentin, you won’t be angry if I 
tell you that I would rather be alone for a 
little time. You won't think me unkind if I 
say good-bye.” 

‘ Of course not. Good-bye, Mrs, Armitage. 
I need scarcely beg you to command me, if 
there is anything I can possibly do.” 

Mrs. Armitage made no reply, but shook 
hands rather coldly, at least so St. Quentin 
thought as he left the room. 

The door had no sooner closed than Constance 
burst into tears. 


(To be Continued.) 
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Beauty. 

What is beauty, after all? Each eye makes 
it for itself. You think Smith's lady-love raw- 
boned and hard-teatured. He calls her a 
* magnificent woman,” and wonders what you 
| see in your littie ange]. with he baby face and 
tiny s'ature. Soit isthe worldover; and yet 
| we would each give something to be beautiful 
after our own fashion. How the powders and 
lotions which are to bestow upon poor bilious 
mortals skins of satin and snow, and the hair. 
dyes and pomades and cosmetics of all sorts 
sell, we need not mention to prove the fact. In 
France old ladies are even being made over, at 


she was unab’e to close her eyes during the | the cost of half their fortunes. 


remainder of the night. She rose early, and 
was one of the first callers at Messrs. Bolder, 


Tanfield, Willicombe and Sharpe’s, the great | 


firm of solici‘ors in Bedford Row, and she 
asked for Mr. Bold: r, the senior partner, 

Old Mr. Bolder received her in his most cour- 
teous manner, heard her story, shook his head 
now and aga‘n with a gravity worchy of a Hur- | 
leigh, and finally said, ‘‘My dear madam, I 
nee! scarcely tell you that 1 will devote my 
whole energies to your interests, which, after 
al‘, are simple. You need have no anxiety, as | 
your settlements were diawn in this office, 
For the present, Iam satisfied that you want 
other help thanI can give you. Let me be 
you without delay toconsult your doctor. 
can clearly see—and you must be guided by me, 
for you are young enough to be my daughter— 
that you need rest.” 


** Thank you very much, Mr, Bolder. I wiil 


Yes, we all want to,be beautiful; and if only 
our ideas of teauty were what they should be, 
we might accomplish our desire easily. Meek- 
ness and love make all faces pleasant. There 
are plain features so charming with the sparkle 
of good humor that we love them. There are 
blemished faces so sweet that they are pleas- 
anter to look upon than the most perfect. After 
. it is in the expression that the actual charm 
ies, 


2e.-mUC,UCUlU 


Mislaid. 


Fogg—Oh, you are too hard on Flimsley. 
He has his faults, but there is one good thing 
about him 

Brown—And pray what is that? 

Fogg—He—er-—-I can't recall it fat just this 
moment. 
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Georgia Hospitality. 





do a3 you suggest.” 

“That is right. Let me see 
days’ time—say Friday at eleven. 

And then, to the surprise of his staff of 
clerks, the old man took Mrs. Armitage down 
the stairs on his arm, handed her into her 
hanson), and returned with a thoughtful face. 

** Tell Mr. Jackson,” he said as he re-entered, 
“to bring up Mrs. Armitage’s boxes and all 
papers of any sort connected with her affairs, 
and run round toour junior, Mr. Brayson, in 
Old Square, and fix a consultation for this 
evening after six. See the cashier and take a 
cheque for counsel's fee and clerk’s. 

And then the old man returned to a mass of 
plans showing sections of a mine in Wales, into 
which some water had broken from a disused 
mine and drowned all the men who were 
actually at work. The death of the men was 
a mere incident. Five and twenty pounds a 
bead would probably cover everything, even in 
these Radical days, when the law actually gives 
eom pensation to workmen who are butchered 
through the negligence of their employer or his 
representative. t the stoppege of the works 
was another matter, for they formed the prin- 
cipal security in several heavy family settle- 
ments, It was a bone with plenty of meat upon 


you in three | 


I had got beyoud Rossville, in riding out to 
the battlefield of Chicamauga, when it began 
to rain, and the way the thunder roared and 
the flood gates opened was appalling. A far- 
mer just over the Geor line beckoned 
me in out of the wet, @ there I stuck 
from, one o’cleck until dark, It was a 
steady storm, without a break for a minute, 
and as there were no signs of ite clearing up 
before midnight the man betier stay 
all night. It looked that way to me too, but it 
was a log house with only one room and only 
two beds for the twelve of us. There were six 
children, some half grown, the farmer, his 
wife, an old woman, a son-in-law, a young 
‘woman, and myself. It looked as if some of us 
would have to stand up and sleep, and about 
nine o'clock I began to get nervous. Perhaps 
the old man noticed it, for shortly after tnat 
hour he said : 

** Stranger, we'll step outside and look at the 
weather.” 

We went to the barn, and, after a look at the 
horses, returned and found all the women in 
one bed and the light out. 

“Shake off and jump into t’other bed,” 
whispered the man, and I followed directions. 


This department contains all the leading novelties of the | 
present season, and as Furs of all descriptions are now so 
popular, and surely nothing could be more conducive to the i: 

*. comfort of ladies, we have laid ourselves out to meet all the x 


requirements of the same. 
NOTE THE FOLLOW 


ING---Baltic Seal Storm Collar and 3 


Muff, $6.60, $7.60 and $9.60 the set. 
Blue Opossum Collar and Muff, $7.60 the set. 
Moscow Beaver Collar and Muff, $9.60 the set. 
Sable Collar and Muff, $12.60, $16 and 22 the set. 


CAPES WITH STORM COLLARS ca 
Oppossum, $16; Astrachan, $9.60, $12; Satie, $16, . 225 


and $865; Beaver, $20, $30, $36 and $40. " 
Muffs and Storm Collars in all the leading Furs from $1.26 
We are selling a S. S. Seal £atchel Muff fo: $4.75 


R. WALKER & SONS 


33, 35 and 37 King St. East; 18, 20 and 22 Colborne Street 


up. 


I was no sooner in than he followed. Then 
came the old man and then three boys lay 
across our feet, the upper one resting across 
my knees. It was impossible to move or turn, 
but in ten minutes all were snoring away as if 
that was thair usual way of going to bed. I 
heard the clock strike eleven, twelve, one, and 
two, and was finally dozing off when some one 
opened the door, walked in and began to un- 
dress. The noise aroused the farmer, who 
carefully called out : ‘‘ Who’s that?” 
ad e » 


** Who's me?” 

‘* Jim Baker.” 

“Oh, Jim, eh! 

“*T reckop.” 

*“ Well, strip off and pile in between the fust 
two on the front; there’s only four of us Pyin’ 
len’thwise!” 

Jim piled in without another word bein 
said, and was soon asleep, and, as I was slid- 
ing silently out to finish the night on the floor, 
the farmer sleepily queried : 

“That you, Tom? Pull off your bu‘es and 
slip in—lots of room leit here yet.”— New York | 
World. 


Want to stay all night?” 


= 


Puck's Illustrated Shakespeare. 


** If I can catch him once upon the hip.” 
—Merchant of Venice. 


MEDICAL, 


D® PALMER 


40 College Street 
Telephone 3190. 3.d Door from Yonge Street. 


DF: ¢. ©. JOB, 7 Pembroke Street 


Asthma, Epilepsy, St. Vitus Dance, Diabetes, Ungina 
Pectoris, Neuralgia, Dyspesis, Constipation and all chronic 
difficult or obecure diseases. 

LADIES—All displacements and enlargemente of the 
womb cured. Treatment new and pleasant. 


R. SPILSBURY—Diseases of Throat, 
Nose and Ear. 
210 Haron Street, first door north College 
Consultation hours. 9 to 11 a.m., and 2 to 4 p.m. 


R. YOUNG, L.R.C.P., London, Eng. 
Phyeician and Surgeon 
Residence 145 College Avenue. Hours 12 til) 

8 p.m., and sundays. Telephone 3499. 


Office 26 McCaul Street. Hours 9 til] 11 a.m., and 
till®9 p.m. Telephone 1685. 


OHN B. HALL, M.D., 326 and 328 Jarvis 
Street, HOM@OPATHIST 
Special) ties— Diseases of Children and Nervous Diseases 
of Women. Office hours—11 to 12 a.m. and 4 to 6 p.m. 





MARRIAGE LICENSES. 
GAMUEL J. REEVES, Issuer of Mar- 


riage licenses, 601 Queen St. West, between Portland 
Open from 





and Bathurst Sts No witnesses required. 
8 a.m. tol10p.m. Residence, 258 Bathurst St. 


EO. EAKIN, Issuer of Marriage Licenses 
Court House, Adelaide Street 
and 146 Carlton Street 


DENTISTRY. 


R. A. F. WEBSTER, Dental Surgeon 


Gold Medalist in Practical Dentistry R. 0. D. 8 
Office—N. E. cor. Yonge and Bloor, Toronte. Tel. 3868. 


D® J. FRANK ADAMS, Dentist 
325 College Street 
Telephone 2278. 
D® L, BALL 
DENTIST 
Telephone 2266 


Tel. 3821 


Philadelphia ; 


74 Gerrard Street East 


R. CAPON 
12 Carlton Street 
L.D.8., Toronto (Gold Medal); D.D.8., 
M.0.8., New York. 


BEFORE PURCHASING 


CHRISTMAS GIFTS 


It will pay you to call and examine our stock of 


PERFUMES 


All the leading odors «f the best makers. 


CUT GLASS BOTTLES 


At wholesale prices. 


FANCY ATOMIZERS 
Aclarge assortment. 
ODOR CASES 


All the select designs. 
MANICURE CASES 


Bingham’s Pharmacy, 100 Yong St. 


Hemecopathist and Medical Electrician | 
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PARISIAN STEAM LAUNDRY 


67, 69 and 71 Adelaide Street West. 


Specialists in Fine Laundering 


Telephone 1127 


A. MAcARTHUR, JR 


WHOLESALE AND RETAIL DEALER IN 


COAL AND WOOD 


OFFICES AND YARDS: 


161 and 163 Farley-Ave. 102 and 104 Berkeley 8 


Telephone 910 Telephone 20648 


580 to 584 College Street 
Be:t Plymouth Coal, Cut and Split Wood Always on Har 


THE FALL TRAD 


Has opened up in great 


Not Loaded. 


‘The best bill-collector,” writes a Georgia 
editor, ‘‘ is a shot-gun. We have the gun, and 
if we could only afford to buy the shot, with a 
small sprinkling of powder, we’d have six 
dollars before sundown.” 


The Strongest. 
Mr. Plunkett—Hev ye got any alarm clocks 
what'll do good alarmin’? 
Jeweler—I have the very best in the market. 
Mr. Plunkett—I want one that'll skeer the 
rons fe‘ler what sets up with Mandy outen 
is boots. 


form at the Emporium 


AROUND THE CORNER, 


which is the address of 


H. A. Collins, who has 


1hOW 


The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 


Births. 


BOTSFORD—On Sunday, December 13, at 66 St George 
street, the wife of Ohazles S. Boteford of a daughter. 
BELL— Dec. 13, Mra. Coarles H. Bell—a son. 
BOTSFORD—Dee. 13, Mrs, Charles Boteford—a daughter. 
LOV+# LL—Dec. 9, Mrs. James 8. Lovell—a daughter. 
SAUNDERS—Dec. 9, Mrs. Dyce W. Saunde:s—a daughter. 
MACLENNAN—Dec, 8, Mrs. Kenneth Maclennan—a son. 
HALL— Dec. 8, Mrs. C. M. Hall—a son. 
SHAMBROUK—Dec. 13, Mra. Harry A. Shambrook—a 
daughter. 


the best assorted 


stock of Housefurnish- 


ings, in Stoves, Ranges, 


Silverware, Lamp Goods, 

Marriages. 

JACKSON—CARLISLE—Dec. 2, 
Pt «che Carlisle. 

JACKSON—SUMMERFIELD—Dec. ?, William Jackson to 
Dairy Somme) field. 

VANN ATTER—LYMBURNER—Dec. 9, Alfred Varnatter 
to Cora Lymburner. 

McLE4N— ROBERTSON—Dec. 15, J. M. McLean to Violet 
Roberteon. 

HARRIS—CHANDLER—Dec. 9, Wilbur Harrie to Jenny } 
Chandler. 

SKIRROW— FURLONG—Dec. 9, J. A. Skirrow to Susan 
Furlong. 

McLELLAN—McNAB—Dew. 9, Alexander McLellan to 
Jessie McNab. | 


To ee Tinware and every other 


description of housekeep- 
ing goods and novelties 
in the city, and altogether 


“Around the Corner” is 


BRAY—McKAY—Der. 9, O car Bray to Barbara McKay. b k 
etter nown than any 
Deathe. J 


| 
MOUNTAIN—Dec. 13 Thomas P. Mountain, aged 71. | other establishment in 


IRWIN—Nov. 14, Elizabeth Grace Irwin, aged 89. 
AUSTIN—Dec 9, James Austin. 

AIKINS—Deoc 11, James Cox Aikine, aged 6. 
BEYNON—Dec. 13, Rev. George Beynon, aged 78. 
DODDS—Dc«c. 12, Alfred E. King-Dodds, aged 20. 
FREEMAN—Dec. 12, Jonathan Kelly Freeman, aged 55. 
WARD—Dec. 12, Harriet Amelia Ward, aged 73. 
WOODMAN—Deec. 9, John Woodman, aged 46. 
DRAPER —De~. 10, Richard F'. Draper. 
MACPHERSON—Dec., Jessie Macpherson, aged 75. 
CLOSSON—Ditc. 7 Florence Closapn, aged 11. 
HUGHES—Dec. 9, Raymond dughes, sged 3, 
BOYD—Dec. 6, Lieut.-Col. B. Boyd, agea 43 
LeBARRE—Dec. 1, Mrs. A. W. LeBarre, aged 36. 
McPHERSON— Dec. 9, John EB. McPherson. 
NASH—Dec 10, Katherine F. Nash, aged 7. 
BLAIR— Dec, 10, Wiliiam Archer Blair, aged 2 
MALCOM— Dec. 11, Lettila Malcom. 
PATTERSCN—Dec 14, Thomas Patterson, aged 8). 
HOLM 4N—Dec. 15, Edward T. Holman, aged 57. 
JACKSON—Dec. 12, Elizabeth Jackson, aged 85. 
NIGH1LINGALE—Dec., Thos. Nightingale, aged 63. 
BARTHOLIO— Dec. 14, Wesley Bartholio, aged 35. 
McKELLAR—Der. 14, Fred C. McKellar, aged 8. 


the same line of business. 


HA. COLLINS & GO 


6, 8 & 10 Adelaide St. West 


OPP, GRAND OPERA HOUSE 
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AE SENTATIN. ADDRESS 


RICH CUT GLASS|Resiey 
PORE BD DESIINED-&€NGRONKED 


A choice selection of SPECIAL DESIGNS just opened. 
Royeal Dresden 
Royal Worcester 
Doulton, &c. 


WILLIAM JUNOR : 


TELEPHONE 2177 


109 King Street West, Toronto | 


Choice Furniture 


New styles Bedroom Sete, Sideboards, just out. It will 
pay you to see them before purchasing. 


Diamond Ring 
and Jewelry 


See our stock of all the | 
novelties suitable for 


Christmas Presents 


GEO. E. TRORE 
Manufacturing Jeweler 
61 King 8t. E., opp, Toronto 
Out this out and we will cco-pt it as One Dollar Carh oF 
6 eapens GP ar aver, Only one acoeptzd on 


Send 75c., $1.50, $2.00 or 

CA N DY $8.00 for a super» box of 
of Canada, Suitable f 

presents. Sample orders solicited, idldeten, ~ 


UPHOLSTERY TO ORDER 
SLOAN & SUN, 97 King Street dast 
csureaieein 
G. 8S. MeCONKEY, Confectioner, 
27 & 29 King St., Toronto. 





